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Uto the Right Honourable, 
FOAN Lord GRAY. 


Mx Lox, 


CaxNor but wonder, when I reflect on 
the good Uſage I have met with, 
and the liberal Bounties I have 

ſhared of, from Noblemen and Gentle- 

men, but more eſpecially from your 

Lordſhip's Noble FarHER. And tho“ 

was an utter Stranger, and altogether 

nacquainted with your Lordſhip, yet, 
upon my firſt Application, your Gene- 
rous Spirit, Good Nature, and Hoſpi- 
table Diſpoſition, inclined your Lord- 
ſhip to grant my Requeſt ; which Good- 
neſs and Kindneſs I am not capable to 
compenſate, ſave with my unfeigned 
grateful Wiſhes. | 
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to appear in Print was, Firſt, I thought 
it a Crime againſt Nature to conceal her 
Gifts. Next, I thought the Perfor- 
mance being both comical and ſerious, 
might be both diverting and profitable 
to the Readers. And Laſtly, 1 grudged 
that ſo much of my Time and Pains 
ſhould be ſpent to my Non-ſatisfaQtion : 
And doubtleſs, all had been loſt, had 
not your Lordſhip inclined to aſſiſt and 
Encourage me, | 


Bzrore I made any Eſſay to pu- 
bliſh my Performances, I had no ſmall 
Struggle of Mind concerning the ſame, 
inſomuch that I was obliged to compoſe 
the following Dialogue betwixt Hope 
and Fear; Hope puſhing me foreward, 
and Fear caſting down my Hopes. 


HorEx. 


P Roc p, go on, and let the World once view 
Dame Nature's Gifts ſhe hath beſtow'd on you; 
Why ſhould that Talent ſhe ſo ſrankly gave, 
Ee loſt by thee? In this vou play the Knave. 
FEAR. 


Th DE DICATT OX 
M x | Lord, what inov'd my Deſire 
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The DEDICATION: 


„ Faas - 
weak take Heed, as Fs what youdo; 
hat cares the World for ought perform'd by you ? { 
Poor are your Parts, your Fortune mean and low, 

And Money always makes the Mare to go. 
Your vain Ambition puffs you up to ſtretch, 
And ftriving, fain would rax above your Reach ; 
Fools Haſte makes waſte, ſo will it fare with you; 
Tis often ſeen, a poor Man's Friends are few. 


Hops. 
Suxz Heay'n and Nature ſomething has deſign'd, 
In raiſing you above the vulgar Kind; 
Without th* Advantage of an Education, 
Such ne*er was ſeen fince Scotland was a Nation: 
Shake off dull Fears, apply the Great and Good, 
Sure Fate will favour you, you may conclude. 


FEAR. 
Wu o climbs too raſh, may catch a Fall at laſt; 


e muſt run ſlow at length who runs too faſt. 

e little know what Straits an Author's in; 

our Loſs comes firſt, and yet no Hopes to win. 
Expence and Travel you muſt undergo, | 
Ere ye accompliſh't ; and yourſelf may know 
How inſufficient, poor and indigent 
You are for that on which your Mind is bent. 


BEG Ro. 
Tos x, ſenſeleſs Fears, take Courage and once try, 


here s no Aſſurance till you fuſt eſſay; 
Cowards 


Te DEDICATION. 


Cowards dy of Fear, while yet they have no Cauſe, 

He wins no Honour whofrom Fortune Flies ; 

He that's faint hearted wins no Lady fair, 

Heayv'n gives no Grace, unleſs tis ſought by Pray r. 

Apply the Gen'rous, then ; when they refuſe, 

Drop all your Hopes, but never blame your Muſe, 

Indulgent Heav'n who gave the Gift to thee, 

Rules over Fate, gives Fortune her Decree : 

Both are connected, and will ſurely move 

Men to befriend, and of thy Muſe approve, 

And Criticks Banter turn to Sympathy; 

Take Courage therefore, and be frank and try. 

Experience ſhe can ſpeak for me, and tell 

You was encourag'd, let true Hope prevail, 

And baniſh Fear; that ſlaviſn Fear which racks 

Your pureſt Fancy, and your Mind diftracts : 

Be of good Cheer, enjoy What Heav'n thee gave, 

Your Mus x will ſhine among the GxeAT and 
BRAVx. 


Mx Lord, I think myſelf highly fa- 
voured, and all my Ambition is ſtinted 


in having my ſimple Performances 
ſhrouded under the Protection of ſo 


NosLE and Jupicious a PATRON, who 
3 16 


Ne DEDICAPION 


is not only a Favourer and Protector of 
the Muss, but hac teſtified the Re- 
ſpect and Honour your LoxpsNAIr has 
put upon ThE by your NosLt PEX. 


M Lord, I can ſay nothing in 
Commendation of the following Trifles. 
I am conſeious they merit not your 
Lordſhip's Notice; only I can ſay, 
without any Oftentation, however de- 
ſpicable they may be in the Eyes of 
the Learned, the like never came from 
any vulgar Pen; and I doubt not but 
they may pleaſe ſome, and profit o- 
. thers; and if your Lordſhip finds any : 
Diverſion or Satisfaction in them, I 
could be no leſs than proud of the ſame; 
however, if they come Abroad, they 
will ſhare the ſame Fate with the beſt; 
for, tho the beſt be applauded by ſome, 
they undergo the Banter and Ridicule 
of others. And. fince your Lordſhip 

', hath ſtooped ſo low as to take them 
under Your NoBLE PROTECTION, 
that 
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that Heaven may guard and ſhield vod 
from Harms, and all your Noble Gon 
cerns, is the unſeigned Wiſh of, 5 
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you incline my Sentiments, that! 
Should thereanent expreſꝭ Impartiall ? 
If fo, to pleaſgyou, them 1 Il here rehearſe 
Ingenuouſly, tho' in rude Dogrel Verſe. 
Beauties and Faults do both in them appear; 
Many the firſt, the laſt bur few and rare. 
But, taken in the Complex, I avow, 
They're excellent, and muſt give you your Due, 
Your pregnant Fancy tow'reth far above 
That Sphere in which mean rhyming Scriblers move. 
= Your Stile's polite, refin'd and elegant, 
8 Surpaſſing far their ſilly vulgar Cant. 
And ( which the higheſt Praiſes doth deſerve )- 
You your Decorum handſomely gbſerve. 
I ce MEL pometnsy with Grief diſtreſt, 
the BY All bath'd in Tears, with Sighs and Groans oppreſt; 
While in fad Lays you mourufully deplore 
Th' unhappy Fate of good and greatSTRATHMORE» 
r when MonorGaN's much lamented Death, 
She ſeems to ſwoon, and pant for lack of Breath, 
T In Sorrow plung'd, in fable Veſture clad, | 
1 Doth droop and languiſh, mourning for the Dead. 
But then, TAL 14A, in yu paſt'ral Song, 
Looks brisk and gay amidſt the Syleian — a 
1 . right 


Have, my Friend, your Poems all peru d, 
And, with Attention, on the ſame have mus d. 
0 ag 
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Bright Joy ſhines in her Countenan 
Weis you in ſofteſt Numbers do advance — 
AG AaTHa's Charms, Smiles, Beauties of that Fair, 
1 And nuptial Bleſſings of the happy Pair. 

4 When Exa To takes a ſublimer Theme, © 
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To raiſe on Pillars of immortal Fame, | 

A nodle Hz RO of great Dou ass Name, 
Then, in heroick and majeſtick Strains, 
She ſoars alofr, and leaves the rural Plains. 
Thus with your Matter doth your Muſe comply, 
The | age Art, methinks, in Poetry. 

O had that nat'ral Genius of thine, 

Brisk Wir, rich Fancy, which in you combine, 
Been poliſhed by lib'ral Education, ; 
You might have prov'd an Honour tur Nation. 
Great TurLy's Verdict is, without Demur, 


Confirm'd in you, POETZ NASCIMUR. 
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in Account of the Aurhok, being 
an Epiſtle to the Right Honourabke, 
SUSANNA, Counteſs Strathinove, 
in the Tear 1727; but newly reviſed 
and corrected, with ſome "rams 
ſtances then omitted. 


" 
0 
* 
H 
#- 3 


Mavan, 


O let 5 my Birth and Station, 
My vulgar Life 20 Education, | 
Take this Swatch in-a ſhort Narration ; 
A poor Mechanick was my Father, 

y Mother had no Ricbes either. 

© Was an Artiſt of his Trade, | 

i honeſt deem'd ay * he ſtay d. 


But ſhortly after J was born, , 
He dy'd, left me almoſt forlorn. 
I was at School *bout half a Year ; 
That letter'd me firſt in the Lear. 
About the Age of Six or Seven, 
Caſt wholly on the Care of Heav'n, 
I ſhifted Time, toſs'd by hard Fortune, 
Till I was near the Age of Fourteen ; 1 
Still poor, and deſtitute of Friends, 
With Struggle ſcrambl'd thro' my Teens. 
I made a Sham of turning Pack-man, 
Tho' my poor Stock's not worth a Plack, Man; 
Thus thro* the Country I went vaguing, . 
Liv'd by a gentle Way of Begging : 
The Reaſon is, I was not able 
To work for any fixed Table; 
For, when a Chits, I had a Nurſe, 
That ev'ry Day deſerves my Curſe ; 
She, in her Frolicks, let me fall, 
And brack my Back, and bruis'd me all : 
- Unknown to Father or to Mother, 
The Trinket did me almoſt ſmother. 
None knew the Pain that I did find, 
Vntil it made me ſtark Stane- blind. 
So that I, for a whole Year's Space, 
Saw neither Light nor human Face; 
And, to this Day, I am ſhort lighted, 
But that's a Wrong cannot be righted. 
I rather mark it 2 a Wonder, 
That this Diftreſs I dy*d not under; 
But Heaven, by which all Things are guided, 
A longer Life for me provided. 
Then, when I was near aged Twenty, 
I delt in Sangs and Ballads plenty ; 
+ Until my Fancy pregnant grew, 
But how to vent 1t, I not knew : 
Oh then, thought I, if I could write, 
I'd have my Wiſhes all complete. 
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Then I got Paper, Pen and Ink, 


But how to write I could not think; 


I gain'd good People where I 
To ack os Kenzra firſt to oo 
So I improv'd it to this Pitch, 
By which myſelf I reckon rich; 
Ay lince, ev'n to this b ee 
I had Delight in writing Rhyme. 
As for Opin'ons, I confeſs, 
pon them I laid never Streſs ; 
ometimes a Whig, ſometimes a Tory, 
But ſeldom ſteadfaſt in one Story. 
he Reaſon is, I'm not yet fix'd, 
So my OI is but mixt ; 
et, moſt of all, I doincline 
he old Epiſcopalian Line ; 
et not ſo fixed on this Head, 
But I can turn my Coat for Bread ; 
et don'c miſtake my Meaning, as 
from the Truth I meant to paſs ; 
The eſſential Parts of my Opinion, 
Ws not in any Sects Dominion; 
or will I e'er be tied to think, 


" That in one Spring I ought to drink. 


ln Chriſtendom, we all affect 


A he Chriſtian Name, in ſome r eſpect ; 


et, to our Shame, and our Derifion, 
We're full of Schiſms and Diviſion. 
Pome are Papiſts, ſome are Prelates ; 
dome are Quakers, and ſome Zealots; 
dome Anabaptiſts, ſome Aquarians ; : 
dome Antinomians, and ſome Arians ; 
dome are Free-willers, and ſome Ranters ; 
dome Presbyterian Covenanters ; 
Some Erskinites, to gain Probation ; 
dome Glaſſites, ſome for Preſentation. 
Tho' theſe all aim at Heav'n at laſt, 
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Their Diff rence puts me in a Galt ; N 


To 
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11 To follow which I cannot A 

| 4 Therefore I bid them all farewel; 

1 Becauſe I know, that Faith and Love 

104 The Sphere is wherein I ſhould move; 

| For ſure, without true Charity, 

14 None can enjoy Felicity. 

1 But Charity, now at this Day, 

She is oblig'd to fly away; 
Inſtead of which, Envy and Hate, 
Contempt, Reſentment and Debate, 
Is moſt in each Society, 
This makes me all theſe Sects deny; : 
Tis not in Word, as I do read, 
But Chriſtians muſt be ſo indeed; 1 
So, Map Au, this is all my Creed. 

As for my Stature, *tis but little, 
My Body's weak and very brittle ; 
Not eloquent; of ſimple Carriage; 

a Plung'd in the careful State of N arrlage _ 
Rich in Children, poor in Wealth, 
Bleſt with a Competence of Health; 

A warton Mind, an Heart that's cheery, 
But ſeldom dull, and often merry ; 
Contented with my rural Diſhes, 
Writing and thinking's all my Wiſhes; 
Tho' my Encouragement”: not meikle, 

I'm, Madam, yours while 


SAN bis Nicor- 
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Zion to ing SONG, 
To the Right Honourable, The Lord 
* * N NRKN&R& | 
W Art Powers of Love, diſcloſe your bloom- 
ing Charms, 8 
May Cupid claſp me in his glowing Arms. 1 
; / 


1 

Thy ſhinĩ 1 Merit :ofty lay, & 

| = fire the meaneſt Thought to ſing thy Praiſe. 
ace ſuilen Cares, expire in Lethe, Strand, 

nd fix your Dungeon Cells in Pluto s Land. 

aſte, Sylvan Choirs, your tribute Graces move, 
And lead your Glories to the Fields of Love; 

nile from the eaſtern Folds, the Morning Ray, 
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o RTO x „that noble celebrated Name, 

he ſeventh in Peerage, as the firſt in Fame, 

dee! ſee! the Fair with eaſy Trips obey, 

And add new Luſtre to the Gleams of Day. 

Serencſt Joy, fair Vix Tues PARAGON, 

And ſoft majeſtick Notes employ the Throng. 

Some well lung'd Herauld then did thrice proclaim, 
And ſtretch'd his open Throat on ev'ry Name, 
Lord, or Knight, profefling Arts or Arms, 
Who firay's on Title to Aatba's Charms, 

Sireight to ſpring up, and there declare his Right. 
uſtice ſoon knew her own, and ſcan'd their Might. 
All, but my Lord, funk down and hid their Face, 
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er Olive Wand diſplay d, almighty Je 
IA pplauds, his Daughter for her Senſe of Love. 
he lit ning Sun of'cr-heard the weleame Voice, 
And with ſuperior Blaze atreſts his Joys. 
Bureundy ſtarts, and pours the grateful Juice, 
An Off 'ring to the God for's pleaſing News. 
Even Cyprus, groaning with her liquid Store, 
Fiows uncorftrain'd, and will be ſhyt no more. 
Oid Hymen, ſhatter'd with his Length of Toil, 
Relents to Youth, and courts a laughing While. 
The Dreams, ſepulcher'd Dons, in Morphers* Rei 
Are bleſt to hreathe, and ſee the ſolemn Train; 
They think't F,vour, when allow'd w ſee 
A Bride whoſe Guardians Fous und Phet be. 


L « 


ith 3 Pomp breaks up great Mok rox“ 


ommenc'd that Inftavt mute, and Slaves to Peace. 
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The feather'd Audience of the middle Sky, I 
Are publick Heraulds of their Deity, "2 
They heave in Muſick, as they ſoar on high. 
Heaven's Senate ſmiles upon their early Care, 
To ſee the Great united with the Fair. 
Fame is a Goddeſs, and ſurveys her own, 
And loves all Minions faithful to her Throne. 
This Empreſs calls, I muſt her Charge obey, ; 
Tho courting Honour, I do loſe my Way, 7 
And like ftun'd Phaeton, exalted ſtray, ; * 
While breathing Inſtruments hung on your Praiſe, 
And vocal Benches echo back the Lays. 


The Ode. 


Auer to command, frail human Laws 
May plead their proud Dictator's Cauſe, 
And multer Sanction as a Name 
To laſh Obedience into Fame. 


But Love, that ſtill ſubſiſting Phraſe, 
Commanded in the golden Days, 
Even brought a Fove's red thundering Arms, 
To ſtoop beneath its conquering Charms. 


Pluto, that dull infernal King, 
Exulted rapt'rous in his Reign; 
The black and immemorial 3 
Could ne er ingulph Proſerpine's Name. 


Sol, the bright Regent of the Day, 
Sunk at Leucothoe s brighter Ray, 
Pent up in Clouds, revolv'd to Night, 
And bade lus Love diſpenſe the Light. 


We d- 
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Wedlock, kind Cyprus early Claim, 

ill ſoftly lengthen out its Flame, | 
hile laſhing Lights wheel round their Way, 
And Nymphs ſhine brighter here than they. 


Hail welcome Ty ! ftretch on thy Chain, 
Still add a Conqueſt with thy Pain; 


When Eye-ball Lightning wounds the Heart, 


With nuptial Balm bind up the Smart, 


Dove Ass, who ſwells the Lifts of Fame, 
And Echo founders on his Name, 
Hath felt the Power of Yenus' Son, 
And tach'd his Henours to his own. 


From Aeatha's impartial Eyes, 
Delicious Death ſo frequent flies, 
The proftrate Beau invokes the Care 
Of Cupid to inſure the Fair. 


The melting Eyes became his own ; | 
he fond well natur'd Gods up ſtood, 
o join the Noble with the Good. 


The Graces gamboll'd in Array, 

hich far out blaz'd the Glare of Day; 
et, inly groan ſo ſoon they ſec 

he Fourth out-ſhine the former Three. 


Illuſtrious Fair! your Conſort prove 
In's Acts as happy as his Love; 

Enjoy the Triumph of your Eyes, 
Nobility's the faireſt Prize. 

Hail, happy PA IR, diftinguiſh'd ſhine, 
he Parents of a Race divine; 


Diſſolve in Smiles, and Virtue's Store 
Be yours, till Hs Av EN Can give no more. 


The ſigh'd Requeſt ſoon reach'd the Throne, 
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Since Gratitude that pious Queſt may claim, 3 


But ch! forbid that high'illuſtrious Name 


Cannot deprofs or level with the Ground 
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A POEM inſcribed to the Ris 
Honourable, The Earl of MorTox 
on his accepting the former Ode, & 


HO great Apollo, with the tuneful Nine, 
Should old Homer ſtrut in ev'ry Line, 
In juſter Accents 1 could ne'er expreſs 
The votive Debt of my low Thankfalneſs. 
My fond Ambicion had no higher Flight, 
Than be a Proftrate —_— Lordſhip's Sight: 
Bur your Acceptance of my homely Lays, 
Begot new Fancy, and provok'd to Praiſe. 
Thus Horace his bold and immortal Pen, 
Did laſting Friendſhip from Mecenas gain. 
His elevated Thought, and copious Stile, 
Did founder Critioks, and refound their Tol. 
Propitious Fortune ! if a Pow'r thou art, 
Thou ſtill retains thy old indulgent Heart; 
Elſe ſhining Coin had ne'er compens'd my Tone, 1 
Or made Lo RD A BERDOUR my great Pa TROY 
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Such Lengths of Duty, and ſo great a Name, "2 
Her LadisnriP ſhall ftill inſpire my Frame. 2 
If c'er my grow ling Rills of Senſe 
Shall fail to glide in eaſy Eloquence, 
The lov'd Ideas in my Breaſt hall grow, 
And in a conſtant Tenor ever flow. 


7 F 


Be leſs in Fancy than it is in Fame. 1 
Pardon, my Lo xp, my mean abortive Praiſe, 
While it unguarded o'er your Glory ſtrays. 
Silence, with all her mighty ſinking Fund, 
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Your Gloties, mum' rous as light Attoms, fly 

In no low Sphere, but path the liquid Sky. 

Thy bold Anceſtors ſtood the dire Alarms, 

When Foes and Death did both deſcend in Arms: 

Uncommon Brav'ry was their loy'd Renown, 

They courr'd their Country's Glory as their own. 

DoveLass and Bxvcx will be continued Names, 

Freſh in the Lifts of all Poetick Themes; 

Guardians to Freedom, to the Cauſe ſtill true; 

They brought about what Princes could not do. 
No Caledonian Nymph,” how much refin'd, 

Can ſhare the Virtues of thy Conſort's Mind; 

The cafy Current of her Seraph Sz NSE, | 

Her lively, Flow of winning ExoqQuzncs ; 

Beſides the Wonders of her charming Face, 

Her ſoftning Smiles, and pure majeſtick Grace; 

The keener Lightnings quickning in her Eyes, 

Juſtly detain your Love, and tell your Prize. 

Like _ thoſe ancient Peers, both Maul and 

AY * Yd * 1 

Whoſe Title ſtands on Banks of Oozy Ta v, 

Did fondly wed the HA LIBVRToN Line, 

And were the Parents of a Race divine. 

Hail, bappy Pa1x, whoſe conjunct Life but one, 

\ 0 NSMakes one Life double, and the fingle none. 


* 4 oY ” . . 4 ; . 2 — 


The Dream. 


A E Night as I lay ſleeping unka found, _ 
And all my Cares in Lethes* River drown'd, 
Lo, c'er Iwiſt, old , with his Train, 
ame ſliding in, and buz'd about my Brain. ) 
Ten thouſand Tricks with jugling Art they play d, 
le me believe what 7 was thought or ſaid. > i 


7 


| 


Yout 


At * meilw ught, * SB me away, 

Unto a Field more beautiful than May, 

And left me there alone, where, for. s While, © 
| I plcas'd myſelf tg ſee Dame Nature ſmile : | 
, All Things appear d ſo beautiful and fair, 

; That I forgat how, or who brought me there. 
At laſt I wearicd, being all alone, 

Becauſe the Place was to me ftill unknown. 
While I was muſing how I had come there, 

Met ht I heard ſweet Muſick in the Air. 

At laſt a Maid, the faircft e er was ſeen, - 

Appear'd before me, clad in richeſt Green, 

Methon was that Gop p88 call'd "Love's 


She had 80 Tendants at the Time that I 
Could ſee or hear; but, as ſhe paſled by, 


I ſpy'd Harp, like Silver, 155 2 
Ard on it wrice, THALIA "CH 1527 ND FAIR, 
ang 


I call'd to Mind, how this Name did bel 
To her that was the — paſt”ral Song. 
Then ſuddenly this Thought came in my Minds 8 
This Field is furely ſacred to the Nine; 
And that PA RNAS8Sus certainly was nigh, 
Where Pos Ts ſay the Mys+xs uſe to ſtay. 
I ſwiftly ran, fond] fond ! to view the Fair; 

15 = but afraid my "Mind for to —_ 

et Impudence good Manners threw hi 

And to = Lady raſhly hays ſaid, 
Be pleas d, O M ADA, y Suit to yeild ; 
Tell me ro whom bel 12 beauteous Fieid 2:1. 

She ſmiling ſaid, Dear Lad, whence cameſt thou, 
Or whether bound, and i'll conduct thee through 
This ſpacious Plain, to where you have a Mind ? | 
| _ fay to what yon arc inclin d. 

For Trembling ſciz'd me when the 

et Manners all, ſome Anſwer 1 ſhould 

Madam, ſaid 1, Tis Kindneſs unlook'd-for, - 
My Inclination leads me to much more 
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. 2 
Than I expect I ever can attain; 
Therefore c attempt't, I'd better to refrain. 
No, ſaid the Lad y, ſay what you deſire, , 
Or what great Height to which you would aſpire. 
Now humbly, Map A, at your great Command, 
I'll my Ambition let you underſtand ; e 
T long to ſee Paxxassvs* ſacred Mountain; 
I long to rafte the HR LICONIAN Fountain. 
Thoſe Places where the Moss do frequent, 
To correſpond with Them I'd be content; 
But oh! I know that is reſerv d for thoſe 
Of riper Wirs, who more of Learning knows, 
And not for me, poor dull ithrrate Creature, 
The Muss Friends are more ſublime by Nature; 
Their Nature too's refin'd by Education, — 
Ere they attain the Musk s Converſation. 
Then ſaid the Lady, Pity it were, poor Lad, 
That you not Learning and Acquirements had ; 
Since you affect our Companyſo much, 
I'll fire thy Genius with one fingle Touch, 
That ne'cr ſhall ceaſe, but cauſe you ſtill aſpire 
In Poetry, beyond the vulgar Sphere. | 
Dear Lavy, pray but mind my low Eſtate, 
I want Reſpect, ſince I'm illiterate ; 
I cannot write to pleaſe the Great, and thoſe 
That Poetry and other Science knows : 
cannot touch the Vulgar in my Rhyme, 
Their Ignorance holds every Verſe a Crime. 
TraLra ſaid, You quite miſtake the Caſe ; -- 
The —_ the Learn'd, will give your Writings 
lace. | 
Tho* you're unlearned, Men will admire you more, 
( For your Performance in a State ſo poor ) 
Than you the Learning of the beft had gain'd ; 
For-:tho'a'Verſe with Nonſenſe ſhould be ſtain'd, 
2 will excuſe it, pleaſed with the reſt, 
While Criticks banter Faults that's in the beſt. 
2 Improve 


12 


Improve your Genius, read old Authors over, 
Perhaps you may the Spring and Mount diſcover. 
Walk but aſide with me a little Way, oy 
And tafte the Streams that from the "DEE ſtray. 
Juſt as I taſted, MoxynREus he appear'd N 
In direful Shapes; I was ſo much afear d, 
That, at firſt Sight, I ſtartled up awake, 
And had no Time of Hz x my Leave to take. 
This I thought real, yet nought but viſionary; 
It prov'd a Dream, an empty Allegory. 1 
Jet often ſince, both Fancy, Rhyme and Numbers, 
Prevented have my Leiſure-hours and Slumbers. 
Ambitiouſly I graſp ſtill at the Moon, We 
Ends like, a Dream, when all my Labour's done ; 
Yer ſtill I'm hopeful, as Ty AL 14 ſaid, 
Some gen'rous Men will my poor Genius aid, 
That 1 may have ſome Thing whereof to boaſt, 
"Cauſe I want wherc with to defray the Coft. 


* K 


_— 2 


On the DEAT H of the Honourable 
Henry CRawrookD of Monorgan, 
who died March 1731. Soca 


IT u ſad Reflection bygone Times I view ; 
W The World ſeems wiid with Changes that are 


” now. 
O ſtrange ! o ſee the moſt delightful Place 
So much ret, now turned to Diſgrace; 
Where once of late, my Dear M&#cznas reign'd, 
My Mu#'s Fofter, and my choiceſt Friend, 
| Hearcfoine and kind, how often have I ſeen _ 
Him plcay'd, and ſiaile at Chriſt's Kirk on the Green. 


The 


| 


INN 
he whole of Ra usa y's blyth diverting Numbers 
Ne ouch admir'd; they oft beguil'd his Slumbers. 
Po kindly ſmiling, ftill he took Delight 1 
Me to inſtruct, and ſet my Verſes right. 
He gave me Books from his own Liberary, 
And borrow'd fog me a Scots Dictionary. 
Een to be ſhort, what Senſe of Verſe I have, 
| owe to him; but O! I now perceive 
A Drouſineſs o'er all my Soul to flow; % 
My fetter'd Muſe faggs ſore with Grief and Woe. 
D Gricf! to ſee the pleaſant Fruits and Flowers; 
The Shades and Arbors, and the 1 er Bow'rs ; 
weet gowany Greens, and Trees aft flouriſhing ; 
Melodious Birds on Boughs ay carolling ; 
Their artleſs Muſick taught them by Dame Na- 
TURE, of . 
e ſecond Parent of each living Creature; 
entle ZE YH Rs whiſtling thro* the Trees; 
he ancient Ottspring of Mount Hy zL a's Bees; 
From Flower to Flower, ſtill gathering to increaſe 
heir Winter Stock againſt Ky Streſs. - 
All theſe are ſtain'd with the imperfect Kind, 
Which late delighted Spirits more refin d. 
ce more, my Hoſe reflect on theſe fine Days 
WW herein Mo xoRGAN merited thy Praiſe. 
dot only thine, alas! what cauſt thou do, 
WW oor giddy Thing, dull and illit'rate too? 
Wd | Engine, as ancient Ho mr x had, | 
is Fame ſhould then more amply be diſplay d. 
rail fading Fleſh uncertain is to truſt, 
"or cruel Death reduceth it to Duſt. 
Stone Monuments, or F ee Wax, Verſe, 
an beſt old Friendſhip afterwards rehearſe. 
How dull looks all the Sylvian Train to fce 
he Walks untrode, trode formerly by thee ? 
here once, of late, the Mavis us'd to ſing, 


he doleſul Owl makes all the Groves to rags. 5 


n'd, 


[oi J 
n 
Where once, of late, $ Narſe*s'Lall-a-ba, 
And charming Maids under Exxza's Awe, 
Made all the Place delightful to the Eyes, | 
Now all's diſpers'd, all wafte, all deſ late lies. 
Gone then! dear Friend, and ſhall your Memory 
Dy with your Body? O! forbid that 1 - 
Should more ſurvive, when once your Fame is dead; 
But why ſhould I think it can ever fade? 
Your Fame ſhall live in your ſweet PRoGaniz; 
Vor Conſort's Comfort in her Grief for Thee, 
W ho ſhall yet baniſh from the pleaſant Place 
The baſer Sort, and all their ill bred Race. 
4 to ſee His hopeful So x to ſtand "57's 
In's Father's Stead, and all his own command. 
Thope to ſee the Mor HHR, in old Age, 
Rejoice to ſee each of her Sons a Sage. | 
I hope to ſee the Dave HTA As plant the Plains 
With pleaſant Proſpects of Heroick Swains. | 
I hope to ſee the Tenants put in mind 
How once the Father was to them ſo kind: 
When as the Se x improves what he began, 
And proves the wiſeſt and the braveſt Man. 
Hail, gentle Youth, may all the Stars conſpire 
To raiſe in thee a noble gen'rous Fire; 
Far to outſtrip thy baud Anc IENT SIRE © 


od 


The young Mens Litany. 


M now arriv'd at perfect Age, and can 
1 Diſcern myſelf a reaſonable Man. 

Since tis decreed Man ſhould not live alone, 
An equal Match my Mind 1s ſet upon. + 
But ſeeing daily the bad Confequence 

Of raſh Amours, becauſe of Ignorance, 
Moſt Part of Men in Marriage go aftray. 
Why : Baſtard Cuy1D blindly leads their wy 10 


EY 
mbitious Pride till prompts Men ta he gx : 
hey aim: at nought but Grandeur, Wealt 


baſe · bo ill d — 

dome -horn Strumpet, or ill natur'd Wr | 

ith ill got Pelf, mult be the lordly Match; 

\nd when poſſeſt of this vain glorious Wife, 

t lands, at laſt, in Hurry, Pain and Strife. a 

dome Servants grudging, when fatigu'd with Tail, 

Do raſhly marry, and their Peace beguile ; 

Such like Reflections makes me to beware, 

nd claim kind Heay*n's Aid by carneft Prayer, 

That I may be directed in my Choice, 

nd taſte the Sweets of MaTrImoONIAL Joys» 

ndulgent Hz avs N, the Guardian of Man's Race, 

rant my Requeſt, as Pledges of thy Grace ; 

Then ſhall I ſing with gratetul Voice to thec, 

And oft with Joy repeat thy Care for me. 

) then, from all leud Strumpets who are led, 

y vile Deſires, to ſtain the Marriage Bed. 

rom dull, indocile, clumſy, llecyy Queans ; 

rom one that's careleſs, and no Virtue minds; 

rom one that's proud, or baſcly inſolent; 

rom frantick Fools, or willtul ignorant; 

rom gaudy Dreſſers, and malignant Wretches ; 

D, Heavens ! deliver me from all ſuch Matches. 
From one too old, or cne that is too young; 

rom one that is of viticus Parents ſprung ; 

rom one that's thriftleſs, naſty, unperfeit; 

rom one in whom I can have no Delight; 
rom one that wants an Ear, or well tun'd Voice ; 

D, Heavens! I thee beſeech to hear my Cries. 
From LR Widows, fluſh'd with Youth and 

=; 


wy 
ad; 


*_ 


* 


rom one that won't be curb'd from what her pleaſe; . 


rom one too rich, or gne that is too poor; N 
rom diſcontented, onè who'e Looks are ſow'r ; 
rom Mamm's one Daughter, brought up in her 


Houſe ; 
JJ. Hcav'us! deliver me from ſuch a Spouſe. _ ' 


— —— — — — — 


* — —— — — 
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From one regardleſs of Heav'n's Laws and me; 


One pious, modeft, chaſt, diſcreer and wiſe ; 
One that's uprighs, 


De young Womens Litany in G hoice « 


O HzeaveNLy Powers, celeſtial and divine, 


ST. - 3 

From Gamefters, Tiplers, idle ugly Sluts; | 
From ſelf-conceired, craſy, crack-brain'd Wits ; 
From peviſh Mutterers, rmers, Omen Tenters\ 
From Liars and Thieves, and lonely Reſidenters; 
Deform'd, immodeft, vitious, all in fine; 
Sweet Heay'n ! forbid I match with ſuch a Kind. 

From buſy Meddlers in Matters not their own; 
From one whoſe Paſſions ſoon to Blaze are blown ; 
From one puff'd up with vain and prideful Thought; 
A Secret Feeder, careleſs, good for nought; 


From one contentious, Heaven keep me free. 

And ſend me one, both honeft, neat and clean; 
A perfect Beauty, with a Mein; 
A virtuous, fortunate and comely Creature; 
A blithe and cheery Maid, with handſome Feature, 
A learned Wit, with Eloquence and Mirth; 
A prudent Laſs of no contemned Birth; 
One mild and temperate, caſy reconcil'd ; 
One who can keep my Secrets unreveal'd ; 


without a vain Diſguiſe ; 
One who, at Times, upon a ſmall Eftate, 
Can, with her Neighbours, ſeem to be more great 
Let it be ſaid, that ſhe excels them all ; | 
That So 1's o x mentions, or the 2 St. Paul 
May that old Motto truly be applie 

To happy ſhe that Heaven ordains my BID E, 
Full many Daughters have done virtuouſlie, 

Tet there is none but what's excell d by thee. 

EA 


n 


an Husband. 


All Things ſublunar are entirely thine, 
| | Young 


Young Men and Maids are under thy Inſpection, 
And in my Choice I come for thy Direction. 
en; May ſome kind Genius from on high deſcend, - 
5 And guide the Arrows which blind Cup 1p ſend. 
If &er my Hap be that he ſhoot for me, 
rant I may find thy Care to that Degree, 
o that I may have everlaſting Cauſe 
o honour thee, and reverence thy Laws. 
rom gray and bald Heads, and decrepit Joints ; 
From all whoſe Noſes to the Ale-Houſe points ; 
From guſtleſs Gabs that cannot taſte of Love; 
rom thoſe that daily in their Fancies rove ; 
rom Pimps and Rakes, and all ſuch Miſerie; 
rom Fornicators, Heavens deliver me. | 
From Beaus of Pleaſure, thoſe adapt'd to Pride; 
rom idle Knaves, that no Way can provide 
or Houſe nor Wife, but ſpend away their Time ; 
'rom Epicures, that pamper much their Wime ; 
rom Railers, Liars, thoſe ſtain'd with Perjurie; 
And from all Thieves, Heavens deliver me. 
From Curſers, Swearers, all profanely proud ; 
rom clam'rous Fools, that ſpeak their Folly loud ; 
rom ĩrreligious diſcontented Sots ; 
rom all Oppreſſors who retain the Spots 
f Avarice, or cow'rdly ſeem to be; 
rom all Diſſemblers, Heav'ns deliver me. 
rom thriftleſs Spenders, careleſs of their Home; 
rom Sluggards fave, leſt in their Hands I come ; 
rom naſty Blockheads, all dull clumſy Sorts; 
rom ſuperſtitious uſcleſs Idiots ; 
rom ſe]f-conceited peeviſn ſilly Creatures; 
b, Hcav'ns ! deliver me from all bade Natures. 
ge And ſend me one, both ſturdy, tight and tall, 
ith an Eſtate to ſuit the Man withal. 
ne with a Love-Taſte toadmire a Woman; 
ae who 15 ſtout, and yields his Right to no Man ; 
e, ne Who can daut me, and at Night ly near me; 


thee beſcech, kind Heaven, ſoon to hear me. 
D One 


ture, 


U L+ 


One true and faithful, minding his Affairs; 


And do not build a future Generation. 


To the Right Honourable, The Lori 
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One who is bleſt with lib'ral Education; 
Sprung from an honeft ancient Generation; 
One whoſe Religion is ſound orthodox ; 
One lightſome, and who innocently jokes ; 


O, Heay'ns ! I thee beſeech to hear my Prayers. 
One of Repute, good Manners and good Senſe ; 

One with an Air 5b pureſt Eloquence; 

One humbly kind, and with his State content; 

One profitable to Church and Government. 

O, Cup ip, haſten ſuch Comforts to my Life, 

For, troth, I long to be a married Wife. 

One in whoſe Nature all Perfections meet 

To make an Husband and a Man complete 

And can with Patience ſometimes hear my Bawhng; 

One diligent, who loves to uſe his Calling : 

In fine, let him exceed what I can ſay. 

O, Heav'ns ! hear me, I thee humbly pray. 
While I'm a Maid, I'm uſeleſs to the Nation, 


Tf all my Sex would Virgins always ftay, 

The World would turn to Ruin, and decay ; 

But we have much more gen'rous Thoughts about 
Us, 

Than to think Men can well ſubfit without Us. 


1 


GRAY, upon his ſending me Mr 
RaMsAyY's Poems. 


Ay E fa' your Lordſhip's canny Hand, 
That ga' MoNORGON, on 
Bright Ar LAN's firſt Collections, 
Whilk ſerv'd me 25 2 Wing to fly 
Vato ApoLLo's Clemency, 
For nis divine Lirections. Vil 


n 
I'll thank your Loxpsn1p heartilie, 
In my ain Sæotiſb Cant; 
For that bra* Help it made to me, 
I wiſh you never want 
A plainty of dainty 
Proviſions ev'ry Day; 
III bleſs you, and wiſh you 
What here I winna' ſay. 


Ox your bra' Dwelling *gainft the Sun, 
Near where the gentle Ta y doth run, 
May your Poſterity 
Be Heirs, till Time ſhall be no more ; 
And as they dy, convey'd to Glore, 
To reign eternally, 
As for YouRsEL, WIr E, and ilk Cy1lD, 
And a' your KI TH and Kin, 
ay ne'er your Virtues be defil'd, 
But ſtill more Honour win 

Incline then, to ſhine then 

Aboon the rambling Crew, 

That haſte ay, to waſte ay 

Their States. My Lord, adieu. 


hs 


„„ 


To tuo GENTLEWOMEN. | 


Pon whoſe Checks fits blooming Youth, _ | 

Like Roſes yet unblown, 
dome happy Swain will pree each Mouth, 

Thoꝰ to them yet unknown. 

but yet, perhaps, I gueſs a' wrang ; 

he Match is thought already: | 
care not tho? I ſee, ere lang, | | 
Each of the two a Lady. _ . | 

| 2 _ 
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An ACROSTICK. 


I MmorrTar, ſure! ſome Fair of Cyprus Grove, 
E mergent from the ſofteſt Seats of Love; 
Au lul to Sight, thy Beauties kindle more, 
N ooſe all the Soul, and ſhoot through ev'ry Pore. 


C harms kind, as Morning Pearls and melting Eyes, 

R ob Frorkio's Heart, and kill by juſt Surpriſe. 

A gentle Stream, of pure ſuperior Senſe, 

I ith Deepths of Judgment from thy Eloquence. 

F ame, through her waſte of Reign, diſplay thy 
Worth; 

O, pleaſing View! and calls thy Merit forth. 


On Wit and Learning, all freſh Incenſe lay, 
R efined Virtue vies the Tide of Day; 


Divine Ax I E, theſe are all thy Prey. 


— — 


—— 4 — 


Another ACR OSTICK. 


Fx | News I want, thy Name to beaurify ; 
IJ. eb, leſs, I know 'tis great Antiquity. 
In Annals repreſented it doth ly, 


£ calous lor Fame, Reaowa aud Loyalty. 


( 21 ) 
A nd you adorn with freſh and brighter Fame, 
B leſt Ny u R, the Glory of thy ancient Na uE · 
E mbclliſh'd Features, gliſter over all 
7 hy beauteous Form, all is majeſtical ; 
H as all that's winning, or we valued call. 


H eaven ſmill'd on Nature, in her ſecret Cell, 

A nnex'd what could exalt, or yet excel; 

L o, all the Sylvian Fair implore your Love, 

L olt in thoſe pleaſing Charms your Beauties move. 
Y oung Da mo x ſcarce dare let his Eye-balls roll, 
B ut when thy Charms blow up his inmoſt Soul. 
Under yon Beech he all in Vows doth fir, _ 
Reviews thy Graces, and adores thy Wir. 

T he fighing Swain o'ercharg'd,at length doth cry,” 
O, Gods, relieve my Smart, or elſe I dy; 

N ew Victims then ſhall on your Altars ly. 


— | — 


Loy E', CURE © 


Ne: L fell the Swain that's mang'd wi” Love ! 
He goves for Comfort fra* above; 


But Co PI +3 and hard hearted Jo vx, 


Blink na* Relief : 
Py a* his Gaunts and Gapes but prove 


Milk to his Grief. 
©" Bf 


( 22 ) 


If ſome avld Swinger ſnap to ſpeak 
Ot Pink-cy'd Queans, he gives a Squeek: ; 
My Heart fu' fair, needs that blyth Eck, | 
4 {FIPS _ oY mend my Dool : 

f Cyprus Dame had up her Clee 
Ou : xu be her Tool, 


meillle Trake come o'er their Snouts 
That laugh at winſome kiſſing Pouts, 
Wha look like Sheep at merry Bouts, : 
5" a9 And ſteal a Smile: 
Lang 1 had their carliſh Doubs 
F —— And fighing While. 


* 


* 


When JAN IE geakes and ſcorns my Tale, 
And winna' yield for Prins or Ale, 
That Day my Tripes will had na Kail; 
2 Oh! Storm- ſick then: 
But if ſhe gaufes, I think her leal, l 
| And wow I'm fain. 


The ſnapſy Karles grain in Eaſe ; 
They flecp and eat * cer they pleaſe ; 
And has their Lucky to keep their Cleaſe 
: Baith tight and clean : 
But we, like waff Fok, ſpeal the Braes, 
| Love daft and keen. 


Ilk merry Look and wally Taſte, 
Giles Health unto the gameſome Jcft; | 
And ſtill wi” ſomething they are bleſt, 
| N 1 winna ſay, 
For fear ſome Humour bang my Breaſt, 
That winna lay. 


2 
1. Hcall 
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bol. 
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Heall be their Gab that Jz ANS praiſe, 
And tells her o' my bonny Pl 
Perhaps fell briſs to fic fine 


O Sawnwny ſyne will heartſome be, 
And for Jang Groans gouf up, Th hi; 
E'nnota Jo v ſo fond as he 


When I ſhall fidge ſo devoutlic 


My Heart will Midge-like dance and reel, 
And nouther fear aCow nor Deel, | 
But wallop, as Mz e i' the Heel, 


And look as brisk as fil'd up Steel, 


Bur if a* Mercy, Thin 
PF} ramble like a Lybean Rae; 
That flees the Wood, ſcorus Hay ar 


My Plane 
The laſt Redreſs, Lucadea*s Brac, 


On! hard Reſpite. 


* — —— — 
% 


5 Vrvanvs' Leave: 
Then I'll be vex d wi” na mae Nays, 


- 


i: £ 275 
or reſtleſs live, 


52 


s Jun o's Charms; 


Bus kd * her Arms. 


= 


In jolly Nature; 


Upo' the Matter. 


- 
* * 
ts Wwyt, 
PX . 
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A 
COLLECTION 


Scots SONGS, being new Words 
adapted to old Tunes. 


SONG LIL. 


To the Memory of the Right Honour- 
able, CHARLEs, late Earl of Strath- 
more, 


To the Tune of, The yellow hair'd Laddie. 


Ha T's all this vain World; or what boots it 
me 


Tho' I ſwim in Plenty until that T die? 
Since Heay'n hath robb'd me of my Heart's Content; 
While Life remains in me, I'll mourn and lament, 


My 2 lovely STRxEzPH oN, the Pride of the 
lain, = | 

DE AmYNToOR, was ſuddenly lain. 

My Comforts and Pleaſures, they all diſappear, 


Since no more my STREPHON, is STREPHON 
my Dear. 


When 


fo Sai 3 
(25) 


When ii ſad Reflection our Pleaſures I view, 

Which formerly, ST, 5 e aſl twixt me and 
ou, **- | 

My Paſſion, with' Anguiſh, makes me cry and roar, 

Since, my lovely ST Hou, I ſee you no more. 


Alas for my STxEPRON/ what need I com- 
N 
My Si - and m | Tears; they gre: all in vain : 
But ſtill to my Fancy Ideas appe | 
rds Of the — Pleaſures rl r me and my Dear 


His Smiles and his Carriage made all Mer him 
rize 
The Flower of the l and eke thę molt 
wiſe. 
His youthful App 
And both our A eftions | Were loving and free. 


was ay ſweet to me; 


1 
th- Shepherds my STREPHON he led oy the 
an ; 

He was noble beanel: and loyal to Pa N-: 
He judged their Cauſes with great Equitie ;  --+ 
For which now my miſs _ and do mourn with 

s it MN 9 

On that fatal om. when he beten Home, 
I little ſuſpect'd him ſo foon in his Tomb ! 
Ut; How diſmal and heavy the News was to me, 
x None knows it, none feels it with ſuck Miſerie ! : 


the But fince n my Dear STREPHON no more can re- 


turn, 
LI pay him a Tribute of Tears ev'ry Morn ; 
Still wiſhing that Jux o fair Is as would ſend, 
* B With her fatal Knife my — to end. 4 


ONG. 


(6) 


————— 


SONG IL 
To the Tune of, The bonnieft Laſs in 4 the Warld. 


Last with my Dear EI Iz a's Charms, 
I have a Store of Treaſure; 
When I'm busk'd in her flender Arms, 
F can bear no more Pleaſure. 
O! fince my lucky Stars have had 
An Influence fo kind then, 

As to make meto enjoy a Maid 
According to my then. 


I'Il ſtrive to pleaſure my ſweet Laſs - '_ 
With Kills and Careſſes: 
Let all the dull unthinking Claſs 
Be baniſh'dall ſuch Bleſſes. 0 
My Arms encircling her ſmall Waiſt, 
er Lips and mine together, 
How to unty that lovely Tull, 
It is a Grudge to either. 


O ſhe ſeems loath to bid me quit, 
And I as loath to do it; 

We yield to other ſuch Deer, 
No Tongue nor Pen can ſhew it. 

Now farcwel, all the Times Þ rov'd, 18845 
And fmil'd on diffrent Beauties; © © 

Since one I happily have lov'd, 

IIIl ſtand to all Love's Duties. 


. 


SON 
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SONG II. 
TIMBER STAIRS. 


PRG, dinna ſay me na; 
But t to me the Treaſure 
t Love's — tis unka bra, 
When ilka Thing yields Pleaſure. 
ae Pleaſure is like Love's Return; 
Dear PEG Ox, grant it to me: 
dae mare wi' coy Slighting ſpurn, 
When I my Low do 2 thee: 


he Foreft Birds Example ſhow, 

My handſome bonny Laſſy, 

hat Lovers ſhould not ſingle go; 
Therefore be nae mare ſaucy ; 
ut yield unto my fond Deſire, 

y deareft charming Jewel, 

nd quench the Flame of Cu p1d's Fire, 
That burns me up like Fuel. 


hy Face ſo beautiful and gay, 

Engageth me to love thee ; : 

© + Whou'rr ſweeter than the Flow'rs in May; 
There's none I'll prize above thee : 
hy Wit ſhin'd ſo into my Eyes, 

Above all human Creatures, 

hat Cu y1D caught me, as a Prize, 

Bcholding thy — Features. 


E 2 The 


e Ways of Virtue, PR GG, t 
will obſerve fuꝰ bralie; — 
I'Il ſhun the Steps of VENVs' Luft, 
Wen others wi? them dallie. 
Up Stairs, down Stairs, 
imber Stairs fear me; 
I pray you, drap your fooliſh Fears, 
ar PECO, and come near me. 


$'O NG Iv. 
The poor Prentice. 


« AM a poor Prentice, bound frae all Pleaſure; 
I « Fain wad I ſee my Love, if I had Leiſure.” 
Sleeping and waking, her Image preſents me ; 
O ſhe is my Pleaſure, and yet the torments me. 
Blind Cv 1D did challenge, in Battle to field me; 
I thought nothing of it, but ger's muſt yield me. 
And now, as a Captiv-, his Bondage I'm under; 
Of all my Reſiſtence he did me quite plunder. 
Bur, if my dear Jewel wad caſt away Scorn, 
And not leave me comfortleſfs, like one forlorn, 
The Bondage I'm under wad be a full Pleaſure, | 
For _ my dear Je xNy has Charms out of Mea- 
ure. Tv 
O Prox Rx aſſiſt me, by ſhining moſt clearly, 
When I go to the Laſs J love ſo dearly. _ 
By Day, as a Captive, my Maſter I'm ary 1g 
And ſometimes, wanting Food, I'm almoſt ing. 
Yer all is a Pleaſure ; I count it a fine Life 
To gain that fine Creature to be my ain Wife. 1 
2 | | | r 


— — 1 r 


om: fon ng bo bond by 
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Her Beauty and Wit ! her Lips ſweet as Honey ; 

When 1 I cry out, My Love ſbe is bonny. 
I'll rifle her Charms yet, when I'm at Freedoin ; 

And be to her conſtant, or Fates ſtrike me dumb. 

The happieſt of Creatures, I will be ſurely, 

In her Arms when ly ſnug and ſecurely. 


of — — —aäWẽ wes on — Gs AW Roo * 
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SONG v. 
Few good Fellows when A MIE's 


aWwsa'. 


r 


Ard Fate to be abſent from him that I love! 
H A Lot that is ſurely determin'd above. 
Yet Heaven's indulgent ; and therefore i may 
Be bleſt with my Jamie, aitho* he delay. | 
The Seas may be calmer, the Winds blow more 
fair; 
The Clouds may diſpel, and the Elements clear, 
My Ja mrs return, and come ſafe to the Shore, 
ith firm Reſolution to leave me no more. 


Hard Fortune has call'd my dear Ja m1z away; 
In far awa' Parts he's obliged to ſtay. 
His own Affairs here to Ruin will come, 
If Providence ſend not my dear ]a uE Home: 
His Foes they maliciouſly ſeek for my Wrong: 
They jeſt me, and jeer me, and make me their Song; 
They guilefully flatter my Servants ; and they 
As eithly believe them, ſince Ja »11z's away. 


N 
N 


( 30 ) 


He left me a Gun, and an old ruſty Sword, 


As Pledges he faithfully would keep his Word. 


They bribed my Servants, and took them awa? ; 
And now, at his Coming, I want them to ſhaw; 
For which he may brag me, and ca' me unjuſt, 
And tell me, Iam no: well worthy of Truſt. 
And what if the Spirit they call Jealouſie, 
Should make him to doubt too of my Fg ? 


And if "OY as many there be, 
Should come to his Ears, then he'd lightly me, 
And think that I'm ſcarcely worth ſeeing ain. 
Sik ſad Thoughts as theſe, they ga* me wr Fi ain; 
But if that kind Providence on us would ſmile, 

And cauſe my dear IA uE to viſite this Iſle, 
Our former Endearments would come to his View; 
His Love and Affections perhaps might renew. 


— — — 


SONG VI. 
The Peaſe Straw. 


HE Country Swain that haunts the Plain, 
Drivin ng. the lightſome Plow, 

At Night, tho*tir'd, with Love all fir'd, 

le views the Lafſſic's Brow. 

When Morning comes, inſtead of Drums, 
The Flails In merrilie, 

To raiſe the Maids out of their Beds, 
To ſhake the Peaſe Strae. 


Falk 


N 
V 
1 
A 


4 


Fair IX AN y raiſe, put on her Claiſe; 5 
Syne tun'd her Voice to ſing: | 

She ſang ſae ſweet, with Notes complete, 
Gar'd a' the Echoes ring. 

And a' the Males lay by their Flails, 
And dance moſt merrilie; * 

And bleſs the Hour, that ſhe had Pow*'r- . f 
To ſbake the Peaſe Strae. _ ks Aol 


The muſing Swain, diſturb'd in Brain, 
Faſt to her Arms he flew ; ; 
And firave a While, then, wi' a Smile, 
Sweet Je any, ted in Hue, 
She ſaid, Right aft I think you're daft, 
That tempts a Laſſy fac ; 
Yell do me wrang ; pray let me gang 
And ſhake the Peaſe Strae. 


My Heart, ſaid he, ſair wounded be, 
For thee, my IRAN fair; 

Without a Jeſt, I get nae Reſt; 
My Bed it proves a Snare. 

Thy Image fine preſents me ſyne, 
And takes a* Reſt me trae ; 

And whiles I dream, in your Efteem, 
You reckon me your Fae. 


Which is a Sign you will be mine; a 
Dear JEAN x, ſay nae Na: 

But ſoon comply, or elſe I dy, 
Sac tell me, but a Flaw, 

If 7 can love, for none above 
Thee I can fancy ſae; 

I would be bleſt, if I but wiſt 


That you would ſhake my Strae. Then 


1 | 

Then Jzany mild; ſaid, You're beguil'd, 41 

I canna' fancy thee : © & 
My Minny bauid, ſhe wou'd me ſcauld ; 

bac dinna' die for me. 
But yet, I own, Iam near r grow'n 

A Woman: Since its ſac, + 
III marry thee, ſyne you'll get me 

To ſbake your Peaſe Strae. 


SONG I. 
My Lowe ſhe is the Ring-Leader | 


! 5 To the Tune of, The Gallant Shoe-Makey 


f | OU Myuszs Nine, inſpire my Brain; rc 
f Y Likewiſe I'll iavocate ApoLL o, N C 
| furniſh me poctick Strain, 8 hc 
| That I may mak< ſoft Numbers follow. | A 
| I] mcan to praiſe my charming Fair, | he 
| Becauſe that I love none beſide her; N 

Her Virtue, Wir, and Prudence rare, 0 t 
Declare that ſbe s the Ring-Leader. A 


| Suppoſe the faireſt Ny uv alive, 
| Deck'd with the fineft Robes in Faſhion, 
Would uſe her Wits how to contrive, 

In me for her to raiſe a Paſſion, 
I'd quickly fly the inchanting Dame, 

And run to her of whom I'm glader ; 
Becauſe in me ſhe rais'd a Flame, 

Ne ſeems to me the Ring- Leader. 


Shoull 


( 33.) 


Should I compare my deareſt Lo YR 
To Goppxssts of Wit and Beauty, 
nferior like, they all might move; 
At her Appearance, as their Duty. 
ikewiſe, the Gods might her admire, 
And watch her, leſt ſome Ill betide her; 
und then pronounce, to my Deſire, 
That my dear Loves the Ring-Leader. 


— 


Niere great ApoLito, with his Harp, 
Set down to ſound her Praiſes many, 
The rural Notes, both ſhrill and ſharp, 
Would all declare they know not any 
That can compare with my dear Lass; 
Fine Wit and Modtſty o'erſpread her: 
his CHARACTER on her Il paſs, 
My Love jhe is the Ring-Leader. 


Sreat lofty Po E, and Ra us Ax bright, 
Could ne'er deſcribe her in their Verſes, 
ho' they ſhould riſe at ev'ry Flight, 

Above all thoſe that Love rehearſes. 

he far ſurmounts the Praiſe of Man ; 

No Tongue nor Pen can right deſcribe her: 

o take my Word, or there's my Hand, 

My Love ſbe is the Ring- Leader. | 


he rural Nymphs that trade the Green, 8 
Due Homage they to her ſurrender; 

Vhen they at Nuptials do convene, 

Admire her Beauty, Wit and Splendure. 

Things that makes Perfection ſhine, 
Each one that views her may conſider ; | 
heir Votes may all agree with mine, | 
And ſay ſhe is the Ring- Leader. | 


2uld Fo She 


634) 


She needs no PaRANImPHs to dreſs; 
She's comely as the bright Au Re RA 
She ſweetly ſings with Cheerfulneſs ; 

She's pleaſant as the Goddeſs FL o RA. 
She's matchleſs for her Conftancy ; 

With Features baſe none can deride her: 
No Tongue nor Pen, except they ly, 
Can ſay but ſhe's the Ring-Leader. 


Soft! ſoft ! my Muſe, her Smiles I ſee ! 
They put my Senſes out of Order; 
I'm rapt with wond'ring Extaſie, 
So that I can't write any further. 
All I can ſay ſeems but to ſpoil | 
Her Praiſe. Dame Nature has decreed her 
The faireſt of the Fair; and while 
She lives, to be their Ring- Leader. 


of 


SONG VIII. 


To the Tune of, The bonny Buſb aboon Traquair. 


Irxr5s, ye Powers! that do attend 
My %1zh3, and ſtand amazing, 
Audi tell it Falſhond 1 pretend, 

When on her Charms I'm gazing. 
No, no; I ſcorn ſo baſea Crime; 

Such Thoughts necd never move her: 
Erl ſhall waſte her Time, 

bore I calc io love her. 


cr 


635) 


Her Smiles, like powerful Spells, intraps 


My wand'ring Heart, and binds it; 


Kind CuPp1D may wound her; perhaps 


She'll yield, when as ſhe finds it. 
O then ! my Joys will be complete; 
My Wiſhes at my Pleaſure : 


With great Delight, when c'er we meet, 


I'll hug my lovely Treaſure, 


But oh ! alas ! thoſe empty Forms, 
Make me with Pain to languith ; 
As 2 _— furious Storms, 

Are fill'd with Grief and Anguiſh; 
So theſe Ideas that preſent 
My Fancy, ſtill do move me, 
Until the yield, with free Conſent, 
And fay, I dearly love thee. 


Which Sentence, if I once but heard, 
I'd be more blyth to hear her, 


Than one from Drowning were reſtor d; 


With Fondneſs I'd admire her; 
And then fly to her Boſom fair, 

And kindly treat my Jewel ; 
To every Swain I would declare, 

That ſhe is no more cruel. 


2 | 
F 2 


SONG 


(36) 


80 NG MN. 
The Summer Evening. 
To the Tune of, Thro* the Wood, Laddie. 


N a ſweet Summer Evening, a-walking I went, 
O At my canny Leiſure, | 
To view ilka Pleaſure, 
To languiſhing Spirits 'twould afforded Content; 
Where ay above Meaſure, ſend forth a ſweet 
ut. 


Thinks I, what a Pleaſure dwells in this ſweet Field 
Where FI ox a diſpenſes, 
To pleaſure the Senſes, 
So ſweet and fine Odours, Contentment to yield, 
To all whoſe Pretences love a rural Field. 


Then looking around me, I fuddenly was | 
Surpris'd by a Creature, | 
Whoſe Beauty was greater 


Than any before I c'er ſaw in a Laſs ; 
She had comely Features, as ſhe ftood on the Gra 


Then modeſtly ſmiling, unto me ſhe ſaid, 
2 Swain, Where arc you walking, 
So lazily ſtalking, ( 
In this ſecret Grove? To which I replicd, 
I'm taking my Paſtime in this pleaſant Shade, 


With that, a ſharp Arrow from Lo vx's fatal Bow, 
I: — me wounded, 
There I lay con founded; 
Senſeleſs with Pain, and ſcarcely could know 
What was my Condition; but my Breaſt it * 
en, 


1 


als. 


( (37 ) 


When, after a little, I recover'd again, 
Then knew I the Matter, 
Ho that charming Creature 
Had been all the Cauſe of my former Pain; 
And frankly my Paſſion I gan to explain. 


Dear Lass1x, faid I, by thy lovely Charms, 

I'm robb'd of my Senſes, 

As here evidences 
My Fainting, that's cauſed by Cv p ; p's ſharp Arms; 
T 'enjoy thee, fweet Creature, my Heart he alarms. 


Since in this ſweet Grove I'm wounded by thee, 
Pray do not diſdain me, pee” 
For that will ſore pain me ; 
But rather comply, or let me go free; 
But it ſeems thou'rt the Laſs that's allotted for me. 


"This made the ſweet Laſſie to ſigh, and to fay, 
Ho has Fortune brought me, 
(When none would have thought me) 
To walk in the Evening, and not in the Day ? 
Or how am I happened this Night in thy Way ? 


Said I, with a Sigh, but ſhe could not hear, 
You are the ſweer Creature, 
And that is the Matter, | 
That in this green Shade, on this Evening clear, 
That muſt be my Love, as now doth appear, 


SONG 


( 38 ) 
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SONG X. 


Oer the Muir to Meggy. 


ND I'll o'er the Muir to Mx GGIER; 
Her Smiles ſtir up my Paſhon ; 
All other Maids, tho” ne'er 10 fine, — 
I'll court but for the Faſhion. 
When I'm o'ercome wi' Care or Grief, 
Or when a Croſs torments me, 
Her ſmiling Face yields me Relief, 
And preſently contents me. 


Her lovely Looks chear up my — 5 
ac gars me look ay cant 
* 3 1 Life will ſoon depart, | 
r MGE, gin I want thee. 
Sac dinna break my tender Heart, 
By your unconſtant Dealing; 
Your Abſence proves a grieving Smart, 
And hads my Heart ay failing. 


My Heart lies in her Boſom fair ; 
— it not in keeping; 
Ik Night I have for her a Care, 
— dreams of her when ſleeping. 
*.— the Crowd of Nymphs I gaze, 
With Fondneſs, till Boe her ; | | 
All my Affections turn a Blaze £ 
The Inſtant that I eye her. Ar 


639) 


e pleaſant Tune delights my Ear, 
Cail'd, O'er the Muir to MEGGIE ; 
er very Name gars me forbear 
To let my Thoughts avaguing. 
et ilk a Lad aft change his Love, 
For me IL'il Rf be loyal, 
ne ver ſhall my Mind remove, 


Without her flat Denial. 


SONG XI. 
The EDINBURGH Garland.” 


To the Tune of, The Maſquerade. 


N fair London City, there lived, of late, 
A ſweet charming Creature, both comely and 
neat ; | 
Fair Tus BV, by Name, of no mean Degree; 
To Edinburgh ſhe came, fair Scotland to ſee. 

She had not been in Edinburgh a Month or thereby, 
When Damon, a young Man, there did her eſpy. 
Being wounded by Cu pip, he ſtood in Amarze ; 

And on that fair Creature d1d eagerly gaze. 
But VI Ns, with, Cunning, makes Friends of 
ſtrong Foes ; 
She calls the blind Boy, be runs, and he ſhows ; 
I'm ready, dear Mother, to work thy Intent, 
My Quiver is full, and my Bow ready bent. | 

Sato ſhe, Go to PayHas, and draw to the North, 
And ettle thou for Edinburgh, whiik ſtands upon Ferth ; 
There Tuis Bx, a Maiden, pray make her to yield, 
And make thou young Da : o x to conquer the * ; 

i 0 


40 

No ſooner had ſhe ſpoke, but away he did fly, 
And wounded the Maiden juſt in her Righr-cye. 
Wilk made her to mourn, and fore to lament ; 
And with her own Fortune to ſeem diſcontent. 

To extinguiſh Love's Flames, ſhe oft did repair 
To Fields and green Meadows to take the ſweet Air; 


Among the pleaſant Flowers it was her Delight 1 

To walk ika Morning, and eke ilka Night. 1 

Young Da Mx ON likewiſe, he was of the ſame 7 
Mind ; 

Ay where loneſome Valleys or Groves he did find, 7 


He'd walk in them, rather than walk in the Street, 

Tili he, on an Evening, his Tuis g did mect. 
When, as he beheld her, tranſported was he, 

And doubred in his Mind, if that couid be ſhe. 

At laſt he cry'd out to the Powers that's above, 

Reveal unto me, if this be my Lovs. 

Ar laſt he came near her, and found it was ſhe, 
And cry d, in a Rapture, Dear, welcome to me. 
How happy, how plcaſant will this Meeting prove, 
If you will but grant me, dear TISNVY, thy Love! Wl x 

Twixt Modeſty and Love, ſhe ſmilingly ſaid, 
Dear Da wow, believe me, as I am a Maid, 

J hate all the Ways of falſe Lovers; begone, 12 
And no more with Policy to me make thy Moan. 

Said he, with a Sigh, great Joys knows my Mind, 
To no falſe Intention I ever was inclin'd. \ 
"The firſt Time I ſaw thee, Lo v wounded me ſore, 
By Degrees, ever ſince, ir fill grows the more. 

Now if you reject me, dear Ty1sBy, I'm gone; 
In ſome loneſome Deſart, till Death, I will moan : « 
No Pleaſure nor Comfort, for ever I'll ſee, 

If you be fo cruel, dear TRHISs BY, tome. 


She faid unto Damon, Now I underftand, 


| 
f 
The Maid then appeared to be at a Stand ( 
] 
( 


Thy Love it is real; I'll no more be coy, 
But ever be willing to complete thy Joy. 


But 


But unto Londen City, To-morrow, by Day, 

ly Father is preparing to go on his Way: 

Letter you may ſend, if you hope to come Speed, 

rin my Love and. Fortune deſign to ſucceed 

And as for Direction to find the Abode bo. 

Vf Ta1sBy, thy Deat, remark by the Road, 

By ſweet flowing THAN, near hand 22 Bridge, 

\t my Chamber-Window, a Bird in a Cadge.  _. 

| The ſweet ſmelling Bay grows green in the Cloſe, 

© Mich a Picture on the Gate, whic holdsa red Roſe : 

nd over the Entry, I'll-write this in Gold, F 

HO HAS A GOOD ERRAND, TO ENTER BE 


* 
1 


F 


3 NN 
Said he, Let Preſumption obtain but a Kiſs 
rom thy Sugar Lips, to further my Bliſs. _ 
o kiſs and embrace thee,” I never would tire; 
nd likewiſe thy Beauty I love toadmire. _ ., .. 
Lo vx, here is a Ring, I will break it in twain; 
ne Half I'll preſent you; and while I remain © 
Dau o tobe, the other I will keep, 
ill I in thy beautiful Arms do fleep. „ 
Farewel now, ſweet TalsBy, farewel to my 
a Snag gp as a 

arewel, my ſweet Charmer, my Joy and my Dove: 
lay Juno and Ix as employ all their Care 1 
o keep thee and guide thee, my ſweet charming 
%,. Far Fang 
With Hearts full of Woe; they parted in twain, 
nd wiſh'd for a Meeting fo Joyful again. $9546 

t, in a ſhort Time, young Dam o & did write 

Letter, on this Way he did it indite, . © 

« Dear Love, I'm impatient with ardent Defire ; 
My Heart, with Affection, doth burn like 4 Fire. 
To ſee thee, my Deareſt, the Joy of my Heart, 
O! when ſhall we meet, Love, never to part? 
I fain would come to thee, if certain I were 
Of kind Entertainment - ww thy Father dear. "RE 

/ 66 


zut 


162 
« An Anſwer pray ſend what's beſt to be done ; 
« Pray ſee if your Parents at all can be won.” 
The ner ſhe received with Smiles and with if: 
| cars, 
( For Lovers are always poſſeſſed with Fears) 
She joyed when ſhe 2 that his Love was ſo true; 
But thiuking on his Abſence her Grief did renew. 
I dare not, thought ſhe, be ſo bold to reveal 
Our Love to my Father ;. I muſt it conceal. 
Now, what ſhall I ſay, or wha! can F write 
To my lovely Dam on, my Joy and Delight ? 
Juſt as the was muling, half ſunk in Def 
NE, fell on a Project to come to her Dear. 
She preſently wrote, hat was her Intent. 
And ſeal d up ſecurely, theſe Words to Anse! 
She ſaid, « Loving Damon, pray: clear! wp oY 
cart, 259 
« We ſhortly ſhall meet, Leet 5 Seed to pate. 
10 bave a Deſi g Lok, roſce thee ied peed 
« For I am to myſelf to be dead. 
« Soon my Buria Reta rformed tall be, tor Bok 
« And I in Edinburgh alk cauſe bury 
66% 83 not the "TION, dear B., or „ 
aid, 7 
« For, on my honeft: Word, W REP Nad, 
« J l Kill eng neyer dd ude it, my Love; 1 "Uo ol 
«Be ready to meet me, where F half ſoon. move! 
% Now keep the In x dong Mais f. 
« Falte you, 1 hopes fee e T c 
% No more at the ane, dei DA 101 Fromm we; 
„ So long as I live, I will conſtantiy be 
&« Your moſt loving T ISE NY, ile T\have m 
Breath ; 
«- So, fare wel, my Love, I'm yours 55 Death” 
She went to her Father, and fell on her Re, 
And ſaid, Loving 1 Icrave i it gf; 990g 50 


v TY 


Lhe bv 


5 


- 


i „ 
Wir 1 dy in fair England, in Scotland T'll ly : 
W WH ſaid, Loving hter, n it ſhall I. 
Next Morning, ſo ſoon as Day did appear, 
e Virgin to 1 they happened to hear. 
hey ran in a Haſte, to ſee how ſhe did; | 
But coming to her Chamber, oy found her ly dead. 
Great Grief and Lamenting there ſoon did begin; 
The News they were ſent to the reſt of her Kin: 
bich 2 them to mourn with Grief and with 
+ , ' 
or = Loſs of a 2 ren and fair. 
hy äcians and Surgeons, full many were brought 
- Wo raiſe her to Life — all was bur hought, c 
heir Endeavours prov'd vain ; nothing took Effect; 
hy Nor could they more Life to their Daughter expect. 
All Things were prepar'd to bring her along; 
"Wt ev'ry Stage in the Way, they gave her a Song 
great Lamentations, with Tears in their Eye, 
ill they came to Edinburgh, where ſhe was to ly. 
And when they came to Edinburgh, even ncar to 
the Port, 
0: Þ Multitude of People to them did reſort ; 
nd ſome ſaid, I wonder, and do not underftand, 
hy ſuch a charming Creature left her native Land, 
Lo ly in a ſtrange one; I think that it ſeems | 
Ie Maid has been talking of it in her Dreams, 
ilk made her fond Parents believe it was ſo, 
So | K ſhe had deſired 1 to go. 3 
* none like young DA » © x did wonder and gaze, 
* vr yet op the Caaſe inede any ſuch Phraſe. 1 
my laſt he cry'd out, Dear Friends, to be free,” 
lis famous fair Creature I long fain to ſee. , 
„The Bier ſoon they opened to let her be ſeen 5” 
e was pleaſant to look on, as e er ſhe had been. 
id Da u ON, To me my Mid-wife did 1 
The 


Ie Art of true Phylick, by Nature and 
- 


- 


— — 


KG. A. ) 

The firſt Time that I in this World was ſeen, 
My Mid-wife declared, I ſhould not live mean. 
But be a great Doctor, the beſt in this Land; 
Now plainly, my Friends, I'll let you underſtand, 

This Virtue ſhe left me, when it was my Will, 
On any ſweet Creature to lay out my Skill, 

So ſoon as I touch them, they preſently live, 
And all their loft Senſe s begin to revive. 

But, if I'm not willing, no Man needs me force 
For, if any do it, their Fate wil be worſe; 
They'll ſurely be haſtned to ſome ſudden Death; 
By Pond, Knife or Halter, they'll yield up tha 
| Breath. | | 
But I'll uſe my Endeavours to raiſe her to Life, 
Tf ye will but grant her to me for my Wife. 

They all cry'd, Tis vain, no ſuch Thing can be; 
Tis fully nine Days fince firſt ſhe did die. 

If poſſible it were, we could not deny 
Both her and her Portion the&.to ſatisfy. 

But what means this vain Talk? Sure this will not be 
Tis fully nine Days fince firſt ſhe did die. - 

Said Da Mo N, Believe me, Vil try all my Skill, 
To. cure her, and bring her to Life, with good Wil 
To purchaſe this bright Beauty is all my Deſite; 
Take her frae the Bier, and bring her to à Fire. 

Toung Damon, he call'd = a Chamber, 

the | W 


He caus'd all the People go forth, every Man. 
Then faid he, Dear Tu 1s Bx, ariſe now, my Lo! 
Great Wit has been giv'n thee from Pal L As abok 
W ſhe ſalutes him, with Tears in k 

Eye, | 

Dear DAM ON, ſaid ſhe, I was forced to dy 
For thy Sake; my Love, I was forced to bear 
The Pills of curs'd Phy ſick, to come to my Dear. 
Then ſoon they were married, with Mirth Z 
with Joy; | | 
Free from Vexation, all Care or Aunoy. 


d. 


Her Friends they went back to fair London again, 


But follow this Example, and take my Advice. 


And hinder not ue Swain” s, nor yet your own Joy. 


1 Tune 2 Foun ANDERSON my Jo. 


. 


And all their Lamenting they ſoon did refrain. 
Ye Lovers prove as conftant, and bear 1 in your 
Mind **', 
The Secrets to which your own Hearts are inclin'd. 
Example pray take from what I have ſaid ; 
Prove loyal and conſtant as this Couple did. 
Eſpecially, ye Nymphs, ſeem never ſo nice, 


Be free from Intentions that's falſe or yet coy, 


T3 1 5 

8 0 N 6 XII. 
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The Leacher's —.— 


| 
517 + C31 — 


Tx: wanton” AVonchiknd-m merry Swain, 


That likes to lilt and ſi 
walk about the pleaſant lain 
In Time of Vs « the Spring, 


If unto Vꝝ N vs yeꝰ re inclin d, 


Chuſe Places that's remote; 


Jo none but one reveal thy Mind, 


Or elſe you are a Sot. 


When 1 125 in my Vouth, my Lads, 
I had nae Croſs nor Care; 

I laught at feckleſs careleſs Blades, 
And courted ay the Fair, 


That ſhe is high and I am mean. 


My Love and I did often ly ) 
Where pleaſant Flow*rs did grow; | 

We ſtood na on't the Game to try, | 
When it came in our Row. - Fit 5.9 


At laft, I tauld my Mind to twa, 

Whilk bred me mcikle Strife; 
When they at Variance did fa', 

It pricy'd me to the Life. - 
Ik ane cooſt up another's Wrang, 

That ſcandaliz'd me ſo, | | Þ 


Toar gar'd me ſoon forget to gang 
Were pleaſant Flow'rs did grow. 


But now my Vitals are decay d, 
And runkled is my Brow ; : 
Small Frights they make me ſoon afraid; 
My Reins are ſtiff, I trow. 


The Raſhneſs of my Youth, I find, 


Adds Twenty to my Age: 
The pleaſant Hours of Venus kind, 
Kills moe than Ma Rs in Rage. 


—— — 


SONG XIII. 
The Am'rous Shepherd. 


Tune, Wat ye wha I met Ye een, 


TA, KaT1z winna' look fae low, —- |; 
As notice me upo' the Green; M 


Haith I am doild becauſe tis ſo, 


But, 


˖ 47 48 

But, if the Fates wad favour me, 
And turn her to à lower Guiſe, 

Or make me rich, that I might be 


An equal Match to my dear Prize. 


With Confidence I then wad fly | 
And court my benny KaT 1s ſyne; 
No mortal Monarch's State wad I 
Think half ſo bleſt as that of mine. 
Tho' I had a' the World wide 
At my ain Government to ſtand, + 
Nane but my KA T1 ſhould be Bride, 
Or join with me in Hy-ms Ns Band. 


2 * „ ä 


1 
* * * 


s8soN G XV. 
The ADMERATION. 
#-þ 
Tune, Wil yi bo u Fyfe, Lai? 


OW did you lear to ſing, Laddie?: 
Your Words do Pleaſure bring, Laddie, 
Unto my Ear, becauſe I hear r 
You're Maſtes of the Spring, Laddie. 
Sure *ris a pleaſant Lite, ' 
To be a Shepherd's Wife, Laddie ; 
When void of Care, wich Country Fare, 
They drown all Brawls and Strife, Laddie. 
I'd be a Wife to thee, Laddie, 
From Croſſes to be free, Laddie, 
Before a Lord that could: afford 
Mc Gold at Libertic, Laddie. 


- 
a « 


'Then 


/ ' * 
18 
Then we will oft re pair, Laddie, 
To take the cauller Air, Laddie, 
Upon the Braes, free from our Faes, 
Or any ſubtile Snare, Laddie. 92 5 
The Fat of Ky and Sheep, Laddie, 
The Brooks that ſoftly creep, Laddic, © 
Unto the Sea, theſe, you and me, 
Shall feed on, and ſyne ſleep, Laddie. 
None ſhall make us afraid, Laddic. | 
Kind Fortune ſhe will ſpread, Laddic, _., WF. 
Her Favours free on you and me, 2 
From Evil we'll be freed, Laddic. x 
The pleaſant Flow'rs are fine, Laddie, 


Where you and me ſhall dine, Laddie ; : 0 
The rural Boughs ſhall ſhade our Brows; 1333 
I'm your's, — you are mine, Laddie. F 
bu 
In 


SONG XV. 
The COM MEN DATON | 
Tune, Have at'the Widow, my Lad. r: 


Y Jo 2 ves a Laddie that's hghtſome and I'® 
alr; * * 

Few Gallants, I think, ean wi' him compare; 

Kind Fortune has given him to me for my Share. 

ae, awell's me of my benny Laddie. 

His Face is ſo lovely, fo pleaſant he ſmiles, 

That many young Laſſy I'm ſure he beguiles; 

There — none more happy, in broad Evxovz's NH 
es, 


Than me and my honny gay Laddie. All 
* * ! 


ww? 


In ſuch a Preferment —— be a Slave, 


Mother ſhe- frown' (4 nowſhe is glad, 
1nd loves my wee: HNY., arte 2 
dhe gave him her Blelſing, ar d all that ſhe had, 
In * to ny bonny Laddie- 
y Jonny he's active, curagious and bold; 
e values not Ric hes, he Silver, nor Gold >, - 
es virtuous and chunt ih Lobe; 6100 hots, 


Few imitates ——_— Laus, 
e reads and he ſpeaks, and ich ad Alr 
hat out-ftrips the W arblers chat fly in the Air 
is ſweet charming Notes they fi u 4 


The Worthineſs of 22 Liduje. 


e's heartſome and ch — F 
n Wiſdom and Learning, and in — 
is quiet ſober Life hereto he hath ſpent ; 
* bim to be my | ſane Ladis. 
t Ladies of chuſe Gallants that's brave, 
But ſhould I live ſingle none ſuch I would A 


If robb'd of ſweet 
he Flocks that Ht he 75 ended may bleet — eB 5 
Lav'rockes and — they a may be fac, _ 
dince he from their Company muſt come 2 * 
20 be my dear Love and m 
he Deſarts were : bowels when 1 was in wem; 
is Muſick i it would pars, 4 wild Savage tame: 
or in me it raiſed a tormenting Pam, rp 


Till I once erijoy'd my N Laddie. 


I L 7 7 
» . 


Laddiec ' 


All chought'r a Pleaſure then 


* 
— 


S Oo NG XV IE AS 


Tune, The Laſs of Patie's Aix 


N former Ages, when 
Dame Nature bore the Sway, 


WY 


Her Precepts to obey. : 


OY 


0 

Love wantonly did paß MM 

In pure x Simplictie _ 
1s wound — Darts made Way 


Mong high and low Degree. 


mw W Virtue, where. ; 
Young Cur ip found theſe three, 21100740 
He aim'd his Arrows t 
Through all Difficultie: 
In Wealth no Merit he, 
Nor Hy AEN, Cer did place; 
Unſtain d Felicitie 


Shin in 4then in. every Face. 


A Maid upon the Plain 192 211.4 194 t 
Could then Affection move ; * | 
Princes would not [difdaiti'd * 
To chuſe ſuch for their Love : 
By Intreſt none was drere 
Gainſt Nature $ Laws to wed ; 
An Inſtinct given by Jert, 
All by 22 elſe were/ l. 


Bu: * e and Toil, we ſee, el 
Thee Gods have tupify 4; | 

So that no Honeſtie s - 

In all their Deeds are A. 40 

3 HymEN's antral: | 

ual, now a-day | 

ealth beaurifies die Bride, 

Tho' worthy 1 no Praiſe. 


= 
2 


* 
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SONG.XVvI. 
The COMPLAINT. 
Tune, Eaft Nook of Fyfe. 


s* & 


Ye who with laughing Merriment 
guile the hurling Minutes ſo, # 
hat ſcarce one Year ye think of two. 
When I was young as well as you, 

y Heart was light and merry too ; 
ourted every charming Fair, 

d ſighted every carking Care. 

All Day I ſang with heartſome Glee, 
d with ſweet \ carneſtlic. _ 

urchaſt Coin, that I might have 

furniſh'd Fortune to my Grave. 

\nd all the Night I ſlept full found, 

l little Cup1D did me wound; 

en all my Art I did employ 

o baſten to the promis'd Joy. 

At Markets where I met with Laſſes, 
e wantonly carrous'd our Glaſſes. 

rankly dealt my Fairing too, 

t ah] theſe Days are paſt me now. 
onfin'd at Home, wi' churliſh Want, 

e ſooty Kabers do me daunt: 

d Poverty ſo curbs my Will, 

annot have a Pint and Gill. 


Raw near, young Men, and hear my Plaint, 5 


Ha | - But 


* 


(/ 52. 0 


But yet my Want is not fo Ee; 
But 1 ak have it at ſome ge | 
And 2 . Penny free 
Spend frankly papic 

But m Wies if v6 — Hue; 
If I 1 looſe, ſhe banns my | Wime : : 


And vow ping 7 OT uneo Fus; 


She carps eise Tg two-three Day. 
Some Bunge rleſs I go to Bed; F 


The Morn 1 "x Ach afare Head, 
Yet dare not te for fear my Wo 
| Would put me to a publick Shame. 
But fince tis ſo that I'm involvd 
In ſuch a Fate, I am reſolvd 
To pluck up Courage, Heart and Hand, 
And make her to her Orders ſtand. | 
Come, let's be jolly, fill again; 
Tu fit a While, I'm not miſfane: 
And while we blythly ſlack our Drouth, 
F — (at — e outh. 
't reign as in my Em : 
That is _ — m „ 
And let the ouſe-Wite I'm free. 
To live, while Life is lent to me. 
Come, here's well may the Lads all be, 
And all the charming Lathes too ; 
There's ſtill among the Fair as free 
As any of our Sex can be. 
| But let the dull and clumſy Queans, 
# Who at true Harmony repines, 
Live in continual Frets and Groans, 
With Hearts as cold and dead as Stones. 


S ON 


s Oo NG XVIII 
The Auld Goodman. 


NE Morals of May, by a, of the Day, 
As I was — over the : 
A little near by I heard a Man cry, 
Alas ! alas! what will I do ? 
My Wife ſhe is proud, and clamours ay loud; 
i canna* content her, do what I can : 
She lends. me a Gouf, and tells me I'm douf,, 
« Pll we've be like ber lo Goodman. | 


Oh! had I liv'd a ſingle, altho' with a Pingle, 
I had preſerv'd my Chaſtitĩe; 
I would have liv'd quiet, altho* ſober Diet 
Had been my Lot continuallie. N 
But now, as a | Slave my Noddle to ſave, \' 
J lout and lour as well's I can; 
While 'm confus'd, and thus abus'd, 
"Cauſe I n no olle ber laft Goodman: 


Oh ! had ſhe been young, I might her vile Tongues 
In Proceſs of Time have had reclaim'd, 

And made her grow better; but of her il Nature, 
When we were marry'd, I neyer dream'd. 

But great Jo vx himſel, knows now, as in Hell, 

1 out Oaths, and curſe and dan, | 

Wies to it I'm furdert, and almoſt murder d, 

Cauſe I's rode. n | 


Ty 


oy 
, 
km 
7 
2 
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May never poor Lad meet wi ſik a bad 
And croſsful Wife as I have done; 


pw 


My Life is a Burden while I'm wi” the Ihreen ; 
Come Death, and haſte, and fly, and run, 

And cut my Life's Thread, in my extreme Need, 
And carry me ſafely to the Plain 

That Jo vx has aſſigu'd for Comfort of Mind, 
Where Folk like me forget their Pain. 


— 


Hr REPLY. 


OU blame your Wite for your Life; 
4 Shame light upon your Cawilike Face, 
hat plaints on me, when I from thee 
Scarce in three Months obtain a Kiſs.” 
You gaunt and groan, in glumber you moan ; 
No active Spirit remains in thee; 
Whilk gars me cry out, and lend thee a Rout, 
You hilly John Sneol, a Plague to me. 


Tou rant and ſport *mong your Conſort, 
And makes a ſeſt of me your Wife, ; 
| And meikle good Gear, whilk, both late and air, 
| My Husband wan during his Life, 
You ſpend; tis ſeen, then, late at En, 
You home-ward ſtagger as you can, 
Ind tumbles to Bed, where any young Maid 
May ly unknown, you Cawf-like Man. 


a [IF IR —— 2 wo wv eto 


You pray that Death would cut your Breath : 
Dcath ſcarcely thinks you worth his Pains 
To ware his Dart on your dull Heart; 


But, if he would, he'd looſe my Chains, 


4 
S%4 


24 


W. 


For, happy Lad, he ſhortly found 


He thought, fare fa. my lovely JE , 


0 05 55 9 

Then wou d I be quot 1 ou a dead: Sot 
That yields me no Pleaſure, do what I can: 

His Saul be at Reſt; I think I was bleſt 


When living was my auld Goodman. 


(3 i? 
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80 oth * Ax. 
The FEMALE: EPISTLE 


Dane, Dar 9 VIE. 


Hax little dans wh his Dart, > bak 


Struck yaung IRAN to the Heart, N 
He acted then an active Part 


In Favours of her Sandy : 


His IE any had. receiy'd ths Wound ; 
And that her Love did fo abound, 

That nothing could withſland it. De 
Her fair trembling Hand ſoon ſeiz'd the Pen, 
And inſtantly ſhe wrote her Paſſion plain, | 
Tho' in a very courſe and homely Strain, 
| And ſent ic to his Hand then. 


When he. ben the welcome News, 
He briskly truſs d his ſunken Brows ; : | / | 
Said he, Tho' I had forty Ploughs, 1 | 
They ſhould be her Poſſeſſion. 
nd as he read, he ſmil'd between; 


Were Ja King ſhe ſhouidbe Queen, 
 AndPrincefs of my Nation: 


4 For, 


E 
For, ſince ſhe's fo frank, ſo frec and kind, 
As freely to me to reveal her Mind, 
I ſhall not be with her one Jot behind; 


” 


None of the Sex, tcho' ne er ſo fair, 
Shall of my Love have any Share, 
Or with my Jz a xy once compare, 
Nor gain my ſole Affection. 4 

May VI xvus tryſt me with this Fate * 
To love the Patkwhile they me hate: 
If I prove falſe to my ſweet Heart, 

Let. this be my Corre&i 
But 1'11 till be conſtant, true and kind, 
And leave the Thoughts of Falſhood far behind, 
And conſtantly my Jz « x x I'll keep in Mind ; © 
| Then Heav'n will be our Protection. 


A 


For ſhe's the Weal of all the Fair; . 
Her lively Wit, and Prudence rare, 
Makes me thank Vz N vs for her Care, 

And Cup 1p for his Wounding; 
For, honeſt Laſſy, the took Heart, 
Under the Painings of his Dart, 
And to me ſhe reveal'd the Smart, Rk 
: While my Love was abound ing. 
Now happ'ly our Loves they are unite, 
Tin Marriage make our Courtſhip all complete; 
The Muſick of the Choirs will crown the Rite 
With Echoes all reſounding. | De: 


* 


6 
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SONG XX. 
r 


De FID ELI 
Tune, The bony Boatman, 
Y pleaſant Nymph, thy ſmiling Face 


ields to me far more Pleaſure 
Than any Laſs; thy kind Embrace 


„ 
_ 


Surmounts the greateſt Treaſare. 


Wert thou my ain, 
Then I'd diſdain 


All other Maids but thee,” Laſs: 


Pray give Conſent, 
Do not torment 


Me with Unconſtancie, Laſs. 
And if you fancy me, my Loye, 


I'll promiſe thee for ever, 


Nothing except the Pow'rs above, 
Our 9 drops ſever;: \' 


You ſhall be mine, 
I will be thine, 
By Hy mz N's Laws we'll marry : 
/ Syne I will kiſs ---* 
by bonny Face 
Dear Laſs, and winna' ſparc thee. 


Evpnixa, if I were ſo bleſt 
As have thee for my Marrow, 
Then blythly would I cock'my Creſt, 
— all Care and 9 


Free 


— „ 4 # * > * 4% 
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We'll make our Beds, 
InPleaſure and Content, Love; 

No Care nor Toil 
Shall ever ſpoil 


Our Reſt, if yell conſent, Love, 


To marry me; for in my Life 


On Earth I'll have no Pleaſure ; 


If — deny to be my Wife, 


Il mourn far out of Meaſure ; 
But if you love, 
Ti conftant prove, 
None ſhall make me to alter; 
Until I dy, 
I will den 
To change my Mind or faulter. 


— 


SONG XXI. 
The forlorn MAI D. 
Tune, Kind ROBIN ves me. 


T TPox a Morning clear and fair, 


As I went forth to takethe Air, 
I ſpy'd a Laſs in great Deſpair, 


N Lamenting moſt ſeverely. 
Alas! ſaid ſhe, Iam — 5 
To all the Town I'm now a Scorn ; 
I wiſh that I had ne'er been born, 


Since 1 have loft my Lover. 


He 


SN 


2888 
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T. 0 } 
He courted me both air and late, 
And call'd me ay his bonny Ka TR; 
But, oh! alas! my wretched Fate; 


Pm ruin d quite for ever. 
Alas! woes me! I am wr Bairn ; M1 
And he is gone, left me forlorn ; 
Now he for me has no Concern, 
. Altho" be promis'd fairly. 


His twinkling Eyes, and his ſweet Breath, 
Made me forget to dread ſik Skaith; 
To wrang me I thought he'd be laith, 
Yet my Thoughts did deceive me. 
e vow'd and ſwore, by Heavens high, 
By all the winged Fowls that fly, 
hat he would marry me; and IL 
As eitbiy did believe him. 
e tryſted me, one Evening fair, 
\mong the Groves to take the Air ; 
But ſoon he brought me in a Snare; 
, Moes me that e er I loo d = 
low I maun beg wi' this young Thing; 
To pleaſure bil Grief I ting; * 
tear my Hair, my Hands I wring, 
For Waeneſs that I loo d bim. 
ly Fortune now is cleanly broke, 
dy leaning to that feeble Rock; 
alſe Man that ga* me fik a Stroke, 
Gare may thourue thy Doings. 
ou Virgins keep your Chaſtitie ; - 
o ſuch as him no Freedom g1', 
| that you ſing along wi' me, 
Alas ! that &er I loo d him. 


(600 
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SONG XXII. 
Loy E', WOUND. 


| 
Tune, Sir STMON the King. 


That haunts in ſecret Groves, 
et, as I happen'd to paſs 
That Valley where young Cv pip roves. 
Amazed I ſtood, as one — 
Confounded I was when I ſaw 
So pleaſant a Nymph then to come 
Towards me; I backwards did draw. 
Ar laſt I recoyer'd again, 
My Spirits revived, and I 
Found a ſmall taint- ſick Pain 
Thril in at my Breaſt — | 
What is it, thought I, that I find 
So cruel that wakens a Pain ? 

Beſides, I am vex'd in my Mind 
With ſomething I cannot explain. 
The fair Nymph, at laſt, ſhewithdrew, 
With Ardour, inſpite of my Grief, 

I after her quickly flew, 
Thinking to find ſome Relief. 

Where go you, ſweet Laſſe, I ſaid; 
She modeſtly bluſh*d when I ſpake, 

And ſcreen'd her fair Face with her Plaid ; 
She anſwer'd me chaſtly and ſnack, 


F Cx IIA, the pleaſant Laſs 
m 


Wh 


qc) 


Why do you impoſe on me ſo? 
= hat want you; or whatdo you mean ? 
I'm wandring this Grove too and fro, 
To view the fine Flow'rs on the Green. 
T told her, that I was the ſame; 
But Maid, from thy gliſtering Eye, 
A Dart, with a ſoft burning Flame, 
So ſoon as J ſpy'd thee did fly, 
And lighted in my hollow Breaſt ; 
O, Goodneſs ! it tortures me ſore : 
If this Way it rob me of Reſt, 
III walk in the Forreſt no more. 
Be you the Phyſician, ſweet Maid; 
"Tis you that can give me Relief; 
By Love I ſuppoſe I'm betray'd, 
And hopes you will cure me of Grief. 


SONG XXII. 
The RESOLUTION. 


Tune, Moes my Heart that we ſhould ſunder, 


82 Fortune hath, at ſuch a Rate, 
Run croſs unto my Fancy freely, 
I'll ſay no more, but curſe my Fate, 
And blame myſelf I went fo ſlowly, 
To court the Love of my dear Laſs, 
Which I have loſt ſo ſoon's I found her; 
But now, with Grief, my Time Ill paſs, 
In Since I with her, alas! muſt ſunder. 
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A Rival hath uſurp'd an Throne, 
And left me in the Wilds to wander; 
Which makes me ſigh, and ſore to moan, 
Since I, alas ! wich her muſt ſunder: 
Yer, had the Gods but prov'd ſo kind 
To me, as made that charming Laſſy 
Yield her Affection, then my Mind 
Had ſtill diſdain'd the Maids that's ſaucy. 


Se nne 


But, fince my Fancy it is croſt, 
Fil ſeek ſome Laſs that will be kinder; 
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Tho! ſhe prov'd coy, I'm not loſt ; A 
III range the Earth until I find her. It 
Iwill invoke the God of Love, | N 


And ſend him to his Mother VENUS; 
And ſhe'll conſult the Gods above, 
To fix old Hy ME Ns Laws between us. 
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T 

Then we'll have Joy as well as they; A 
So farewel to my wonted Lover : T 
My ain Laſs' Love will conftant ſtay ; 


No mortal Fleſh will ever move her. 
That State which loves Uſurpers beſt, 

Hard Bondage they are often under ; 
Yet Iſtill wiſh the Laſſy bleſt, 

Tho' ſhe and I for ay muſt ſunder. 
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SONG XXIV. 


LOVE's INTREATZ. 


Tune, P EGGYT, I muſt love thee. 


EEAR Maidy, if you'd fancy me, 
I'd be a happy Creature; 1 
It wounds me deeply when I ſee 
So many a charming Fearure 
Around thee, makes me to rejoice ; 
It glades my Spirits, clears my Voice ; 
Nothing but this can be my Choice, 
ear Maidy I would love thee, 
Thou'rt fairer unto me than thoſe 
That in Silk Tires are failing ; 
Thou'rt ſweeter than the ſweeteſt Roſe ; 
Troth thou art far excelling - 
All Maidens, be they ne'er ſo fair, 
There's none of them that can compare ; 
or Want of thee let not Deſpair 
Seize on me, my dear Laſſie. 
'm fir'd with Love ; my panting Heart 
Longs for thee, my ſweet Treaſure ; 
rant me a Smile to caſe my Smart; 
O loye me in ſome Meaſure. 
It is not all the Nymphs around, 
hat could my tender Heart ſo wound; 
0 make thy Love to me abound, 
For none [ll prize above thee. 
Oh! if I could enjoy thy Charms, 
Mixt with thy tender — 
nd ly within thy folded Arms, 
I think *twould be my Duty, 


To 
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To thank the Gods for the Reward, 
That made thee thus to have Regard 
For me; alas! but I'm fo fear'd 
That you <will never love me, 
That every it ſeems a Year 
To me, till Love engage thee : 
No Comfort to me can appear, 
Till you bid me, I pledge thee. 
And as a Token of our Bliſs, 
You give to mea balmy Kiſs ; 
And when I ſee you profer this, 
Then dearly will I love thee. 
But, if you flight my Suit, and prove 
Ungrateful to thy Lover, | 
No Woman ſhall eber win my Love, 
Until I once do prove her. 
Vet, unto thee, my charming Fair, 
None of your Sex Can compare ; 
Dear Laſſie, let me have a Share 
Of thy ſweet Charms to prove me. 
I'll conſtant prove; you need not fear 
That ever I will alter ; | 
No Woman's Beauty can appear 
To make my Fancy faulter : 
But true I will for ever be, 
As 1s the Moon unto the Sea ; 
Nothing ſhall make us diſagree, 
ut more and more [ll love thee. 
Thy roſy Cheeks, and Lips ſo fine, 
Inflames me when I ſec them, 
Thar all my Senſes I do tyne, 
Until I once do pree them. 
Let not my Praiſes make thee vain, 
So as to leave me with Diſdain, 
When I'm in Hopes you are my aln, 
As an unconſtant Lover. 
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SONG XXV. 
The PRESUMING LOVER. 


Tune, Lochaber no more. 


CuP1D, ſo cruel, why doſt thou torment 
My poor Heart, by piercing it; and my Con- 
rent | TO 
Thou haſt taken from me, and left me to grieve 
For Jeany ; but Jzany will me not relieve. 
O JEAN x, thine Eyes, as a Dart, wound my 
Breaſt, | 
And ſtill they rorment me, and rob me of Reſt. 
The Smiles of thy Countenance captivates me ; 
And grieves me that I have not Merit for thee. 
But ſince you are ſingle, this makes me preſume 
To tell you, I love, yet I bluſh, and am dumb: 
So ſoon as I ſee you, I ſtand in Amaze, 
And all my Affections are turn'd to a Blaze. 
Oh ! had I a Kingdom, there's none ſhould be 
Queen; 
There's none I could fancy, but thee, my ſweet 
EAN- | 
Yet, oh Ef ſore grieves me, to think that on me 
ou ſeem not to file, "cauſe I merit not thee. 
O! could my Affections incline thee to love, 
ind grant me one Smile, my Fears would remove; 
nd, like a true Lover, yield my Heart to thee : 
Dear Je any have Pity, and fancy poor me. 
But, if you reject me, my Heart it will break ; 
acre's none can relieve me, alive; for thy Sake, 
, 
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I, as a true _ _ _—_— remain, 
And mourn with the Turtle, and greatly complain, 

If you ſo diſdain me, perhaps you 11 rue; 
Vou may get a Lover; but yet unto you b 
He'll not prove ſo kind, my Dear, as poor me; 
For fondly I love, tho' I merit not thee. 

O now, my dear JAN, delight not to prove 
Diſdainful, to break the poor Heart of thy Love. s 
Sure thou art too fair, ſo cruel to be, 


Tho I have not Merit, dear 7 EAN, for thee. 


1 


SONG XXVI. 5 
CUPID's CHALLENGE |; 
Tune, MALLY, my dear Honey. 


IR Cupid, why am ſo wounded ? 
What have I done, dull God, to thee, 

That thou haſt me ſo quite confounded, 
And takes Delight to torture me ? 

You make me love a charming Creature 
That will not look ſo low at all 

As me ; and yet her comely Feature 
Holds me a Captive ſtill in Thrall. 


She lights my Kindneſs, altho' I love her, 
And will not love me; ſo I am 
Sore griev'd, becauſe I cannot move her, 
When I am in a burning Flame. 
She is nothing above my Station; 
We're equal in our 2 
And born both within one Nation, 
And yet ſhe will not fancy me. 
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Now I muſt mourn at my, Misfortune, 
Becauſe I cannot gain her Love ; 
With'Grief and Sorrow I'm ſo hurt, in 
Senſe and Judgment, that above 
Her I can fancy none. Tho' faireſt 
Of Women Kind were me before, 
She, in my Sight, is ay the rareſt, 
And her alone I do adore. | 


O, cruel Cup1p, ſhoot and grew her, 
And make her yield to my Defire; 
Or cure me of this Love. fiel Fever, 
That ſcorches me like burning Fire. 

If I were free, then would T ſmile 
At theſe that's wounded by thy Dart; 
Blind Baſtard Brat, Brim-fufl of Guile, 
That thus torments my tender Heart. 


SONG XXVII. 


Tune, Attrick Banks. 


HE Banks of Air, and Attrick Banks, 
Are ſweetly ſung among the Fair; 
The former ſure deſerves no Thanks, 
For Attrick Banks firſt gave the Air. 
et he who ſings the Banks of Air, 
Sogn of his ancient Braes, 
s nothing with them could compare; 
Bat Tay's ſweet Banks deſerve the Praiſe. | 
1 K 2 0x 
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And brautifies the Banks of Tay. 
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The rapid River ſwiftly ſlides, 

With pleaſant Murmures, thro* the Groves, 
With famous Woods on both its Sides, 

Where Swains and Nymphs diſcloſe their Loves. 
With fertile Banks and Forreſts fair, 

Adorn'd with gow'ny Glens and Braes, 
That far ſurpaſs the Banks of Air, | 

And more, by far, deſerve the Praiſe. 


Both Dux ts and EA RLS our Banks do grace; 
Lo xps ancient, famous of Renown: 
Here Royal CHARLES, of ancient Race, 
Receiv'd the Sceptre, Sword and Crown. 
Upon our Banks there lives a Lo RD, 
Whoſe Title bears BROADALBION; 
And Muxxrays, noble by Record, 
A Pillar of the Britiſb Throne. 


The Hays, an ancient warlike Race, 
Whoſe Fears at Arms oft have been 
With Valour ſhewn in many a Place, 
In many bloody Action ſeen. 
They beat the proud inſulting Danes, © 
W ho thought our Nation was their Prey, 
And made them leave the Scotian Plains; 
So valiant was the matchleſs Hay. 


The Duve, nps too, of noble Fame, 
So hon'rable, great and brave, 
Alliance to the Crown they claim, 
Upon our Banks a Lodging have, 
Enclos'd with Woods and Gardens fair, 
That cv'ry Month ſmiles as *twere Hay: 
Blvth Mary walks with Pleaſure here, 
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That ancient Royal Palace, SCO ON, 
Stands on the pleaſant Banks of TAY; 

St. FO HN STON, where you'll ſee the Moon 
On Clock-work increaſe and decay. 

Here Trade and Manners flouriſh fair ; | 
Laws and Religion equal ſway ; | 

Nor IRVING's Holms, nor Banks of AIR, 
Can vie with our brave Banks of TAY. 


The OG1Ly1zs, of high Deſcent, 
Sprung partly from MonT6Gomery's Race, 
Whoſe Valour Fame ftill repreſents 
In that old Song of Chivy-chaſe. 
KI NNAIRPDS, true Scots-men, much efteem'd 
Among the Brave, the Great and Gay; 
They and the OG1Lv1zs are deem'd 


To beautify the Banks of TAZ. 


The Ly oNs, an heroick Race, 
Whoſe Caſtle bears their famous Name, 

A beautiful and lovely Place, 

Of regular and comely Frame. 

Their wide Extent of Fame and State, | 
Takes in that ſpacious Plain STRATHMORE; 

Here on our Banks, among the Great, | 
They ſhare of noble Fame and Pow'r. 


The Gx a ys upon our Banks do ſhine, _ 
With ſplendid Glories, worthy Fame ; 
But oh! my Muſe, I want Engine 
To ſcance upon the ancient Name, 
Let Fame in Annals repreſent 
The Actions of the Noble Gray ; 
And Heav'ns guard thoſe that reſident 
Here on the pleaſant Banks of 7 4 T. * 
ce 
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The Do we IAS, whoſe Anceſtors brave, 


Shines brightly in Records of Fame, 
Upon our Banks a Title have, 
That adds a Glory to the ſame. 
Here ſtands the City of DUNDEE, 
Where Navigation flouriſh fair, 
Religion, Trade and Fiſherie, 
Surpaſſing far the Town of Arr. 


Here MacxR, LinnDsay, WEDDEREBVU 
Ft (tera, Knights of high Renown, 
The Banks of T. 7 Y they much adorn 
With many famous Tow'r and Town. 
The Fyxxs and CkawtrooRDs, worth 
HAMS, | 
Brave Het men, all deſerving Praiſe, 
TAY's Banks can boaſt of nobler Theams 


Than Attrick, Air, or Irving's Lays. 


What brisker Lads, more lovely Swains, 
Than on the Banks of TAY abide ? 
The faireſt Nymphs ſure here remains 
That's in the Univerſe ſo wide. | 
All Sorts of Grain our Banks produce, 
With Stere of Fruits ard Gardens fair, 
What's neceſſary for Man's Uſe, 
Excelling far the Banks of Air. 
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That Puiſſant DUKE. of BERWICK, 
Great Marſhal of FRANCE, who, 
at the Seige of PHILLIIPSBURGH, 
viewing the Trenches, had his Head 
ſhot off by @ Cannon Ball, in the 
Tear 1734. | 


ER E lies His Grace the Duke of Berwick, who, 
With braving Courage, ſcorn'd the raging Foe. 
His Warlike Arms undauntedly purſu'd 
His Px1Ncx's Glory, ard his Country's Good: 
Till, at the Seige of Phullipsburgh, fad Fate! 
The fatal Moment did him there a-wait ! 
From the Artil'ry of the ſubtile Foe, 
Death flew, and ſtruck his Head off at one Blow, 
Had Death but ſtood ſo candidly as fac'd him, 
His Valour from the Gaullian Coaſts had chas'd him. 
But Terror ſeiz'd the King of Terrors fo, 
That, like-a'Coward, behind he ſtuck the Blow. - 
CHRIST's 
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CHRIST's KIRK on the GREEN 
CANTO IV. 


To the Reader, 


FTER reading the three Ca N To of that POEM, 
the Firſt whereof was compoſed by no leſs an Author 

than a Scotiſh Mo Nx ARCH; theother Two by the now 
famous Mr. ALLan Ramsar, 4, out of Conceit, at- 
tempted to finiſh, or rather ape that POEM. And con. 
ſidering that Ca N To Firſt contains the Ravels of the 
Bridal- Day, and the Second the Bridal Night, ogether 
with the Bedding of the Bride, and the Third what paſ 
on the Morrow, or Infare-Day, I have endeavoured t 
Kirk them, and ſo put away the coftly Names of Bx 1D x- 
GROOM and BRIDE, tho' not ſo beautiful as the for- 

mer The POEM but falls in a gradual Digreſſun, 
according to the Autbors of it, as forefaid. If the World 
be pleaſed to reckon me a Third, I ſhall have my highef 
{Þ. | 


ALEXANDER NiICoOL- 


HEN Phon zus, wr his gauden Beams, 
' Bang'd in the Light of Day, 

And glittering on the S1lder Streams 

That thro the Valleys ſtray, | 
Tue couthy Carles, frae their Dreams, 
Began to rax, and ſay, 
Up droufy Herds ; Herds Py or pus blames 

That made fo ſhort a Stay 

Away that Day: 


By 
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y chat Time Bells for Maſs did clink ; 
O'er a' the Nation round; 3 
ires had tane out their Sunday's Wink 
That Morning, lang and ſound : 

i' Grains and Raxing gan to blink, 
And vizzy a' Things round, 

at up and gard the Kettles chink ; 


For Breakfaſt buſy bound 
Speed that Day. 


laething was ſeen twa Days afore 
At Chrift Kirk on the Green, 

ut Ravelings and Battles fore, 
And Dancing hard and keen. 

he Carles did baith rant and roar, 
And delt ſome Knoits between 

lands; Lads their Laſſes did implore, 


Greeting wi' balth their Een 5 
Fer Love that Day. 


he Bride was mild as any Lamb 
Upo' that Morning- Tide; 
1nd Love the Bridegroom did enflame; 
of His Paſſions wadna' hide. 

hen STEEN, a Man of Courage, came 
To kirk Bridegroom and: Bride ; | 
aWwRIE, ANDREW, Dick and Tam, 


Came banging in at's Side 
| Bedeen that Day. 
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hen Lads and Laſſes, mony ane, 

Be that Time was come in; 

he eldren Men ſat down their lane 

To wet their Throats within. 

hey gat a Cheeſe that weigh'd twa Stane, 

| wat it was na' thin; 

e Lads bra Knives, hafted wi' Bane, 
0 Could hardly pierce the Skin 34 
Br Of it that Day. 


L Quoth | 
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uoth Die x, Gin I had here 
V For I trow it would take Ty mM 
I would indent, at three good Strakes, 

My Bladder, I ſhould break jt. 
Said Hur cHON, If your Knives inlakes, 

My Durk, let na' Man lake it, 
Will ſoon ſupply ; and, for your Sakes, 

Aſſunder i ſhall hack it 

In Sheeds this Day 


They all began to chew the Cheeſe, 
And drink about w1' Speed; 
Wi' many grievous Girn and Squeeſe, 
The auld Folk ſhook their Head, 
And ban'd their Teeth that wadna' bruiſe, 
That they might faſter feed. 
Some bit their Tongues, until their Eyes 
Sent out their Springs for Greed, 
Or Haſte that Day 
. Syne paukySTxzzN drank to the Bride, 
Come, Laſs, your hanſon Kelder; 
For Ro ER fair Confeſſion made 
Your Ma't was i' the Melder. 
At laſt, her Bluſhes wadna' hide; 
The Laſſes ſpeer'd what ail'd her; 
She in a Swarff fell Cheek-aſide; 
Auld Maus E ſhe ran and held her 
| Upright that Day. 
Ha, quo' the Wives, my Liken, ken, 
Or forty Ouks be paſt, 
"T'will kith you ha' been near the Men, 
And Ve Nus' Laws embrac'd. 
I'll warrant we were a' right fain, 
And ween'd ourſelves fu' bleſt; 
When we got Houſes of our ain, 
The Pleaſures we pofleſs'd 


Were fine that Day 
The 
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The Bells a triple Warni 3 
Folk to the Kirk faft doc d 83 
The dowſer Sort began to ſay, 
I trow we've o'er lang joaked. 
Come, drink and cat, and let's away; 
Some were, thro? Haſte, ha'f chocked ; 
Some clap'd their Backs, cry'd wall-a-day, 
While unchew!d Bites they bocked 
Res, *: Far aff that Day; 
Ik Man and Wife, ilk Lad and Laſs, 
Well buckled i' their Claes; 
A jolly Company there was, 
When to their Feer they raiſe. 
Fu' hanſomely to Kirk they paſs, 
Well rank'd in their . 7 
To flee the Fair nane was ſae fa ſe, 


Sae fond were they to pleaſe | 
| The Bride that Day. 


The auld Men, at their civil Crack, 
Went on afore the reſt ; 

The Bridegroom he came at their Back ; 
The Bride ſhe followed faſt; | 

The Lads their Laſſes Hands did ta'k, 
Love's Paſhons ſac them preſt; 

A bonny Sight to ſee them wa'k 
In Gray and Tartan dreſt, 


7 All gay that Day, 
By Dinner-time the Maſs was done ; 
They hame-ward high'd wi' Speed: 
Dic x, ſcarce well ſet, cry'd for a Spoon; 
It was his End to feed. 
Then on a Board they ſet fu' ſoon, 
Some Barley Broth and Bread; 
And ſyne brought in, for their Disjoon, 
Auld Brucky's Feet and Head, 
u ſung that Day: 


Tho; 
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Tho ſome wi' Nevvels had fare Snouts, 
A' Bygones were neglected; 
Fell fred to birle, and drink like Trouts, 
Nae Poortoth . ſuſpected. 
Ilk ane forga' their former Routs, 
New Greements they erected; 
Good Ale and Uſque ga'd about, 
In Healths, as they reſpected 
Their Friends that Dy. 


The Sutor ſaid, Here's to the Health 


Of thir new married Couple; 
T wiſh them meikle Joy and Wealth, 
Lang, clever, ſtrong and ſouple. 
Their Pleaſure now is without Stealth; 
The Bridegroom inna ſcrouple 
To tell his Boſom- Friend what ail'th 
Him, tho' he ta'k the Ripple 


Wives, wi' the Drink began to tattle 
About the Bridal-Day, 

How Dancing turned to a Battle, 
How Jac began the Fray; 

How Arrows flew, and Clubs did rattle, 
And fome ha'f feld there lay; 


On her ſome Day 


How Be 6518 bald, came, wi' a Brattle, 


Wi' her Knife to geld or ſlay 
| Thim faſt that Day. 
Some ſaid Tau TAVYL ox lay Stane ſtill, 
Till a' the Fray was done; 


Jo rin and redd he had na- Will; 


He thought it was oc'r ſoon. 


The Minſtrel fairly tint his Skill, 


For he fell thro' ik Tune, 
Ran in atween twa Wains, and full 


He piſh'd his ain ta Shoon, - 
h : | For Fear that Day. 
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The cou'rdly Carles, burnt for Shame, 
To hear how they had acted ; 
The Miller's Wife ga' them the Blame 
Her Husbaud was ſac hacked. 
Then ſpake up Dic x, I fear, good Dames, 
Wi' Drink your Harns are cracked; 
Mens Characters, and they frae Hame, 
Some mare ſhould be reſpected, 
; | By you this Day, 
Tan LuTzx faid, Di c x had the wyte, 
By any in the Town, x 
For Fighting was na his Delight, 
Till a' the lave were done. 
Then D1c x, wi' Anger and Deſpite, 
Cry*d, Let me to the Lown ; 
You Piper 7%. hy ſay be quiet, 
Or I ſhall take you down, | 
| Beh ve this Day. 


Whiſht, quoth the Millar, what's a' this? 
Are Cowards begun to flyte ? 

A bonny Story, throth, it is 
To ſee your girning Spite: 

To blaſt and brawl ye canna* miſs, 
And kens not wha's to wyte ; 

Bur, gin you winna' be at Peace, 


Ye's get a Bane to bite | | 
Upon ſome Day. 


Come, quo' the Smith, Let's drink about, 
The Bride's Health maun gae round; 

The Bridegroom's nieſt, there is na. Doubt, 
Maun u'moſt ay be found. 

Quoth a', the Smith is unko ſtout, 
And his Purſe Hingers bound; 

But, ere we part, we's ripe it out, 


And gar him pay fu ſound 
: NE INTER For's Cracks this Day. 
| Bride- 


1 


Bridegroom and Bride are coſtly Names; 
| When married Folk's ance kirked, 
They need na* mare be faſh'd w1' them; 
he Smith wants tobe jirked. 
Come, let ns here a Court proclaim, 
And fine him as he's worked ; 
Wich that he thought black burning Shame, 
And down his Head he lurked 
Fi low that Day, 


Had up your Head, auld Hur cHEN cry'd, 
You ſilly ſimple Sot; 
What: Like a Coward, your Manhood hide 
Sac for a poor gray Groat. | | 
Your Wife ſae bald, and fu' of Pride, 
She wears the Breeks, I wort ; 
She'll ſoundly buff you Back and Side; 
I with ſhe ſpare your Throat | 
| Uncut this Day, 


When a' was done, young Ro GER he 
Cry'd, Fill me up a Gill; 

To my frank Neighbours heartſomelie 
I'll drink wi” haill good Will. 

The Smith and his thrawn Wife maun gree, 
Tho? they ſcauld ne'er fac ill; 

Batrns unborn bout them and me 
Will crack when at the Ale, 


Ant laugh ſome Day. 
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Ar EPISTLE to Mr. P———— 
one of His MajtsTy's Officers of 
Exciſe, on His Redieuling my Verſes, 
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Uros Grammarians, ſuch as you, write fine, 
Immortalizing Heroes in each Line; 

Vet who's to thank you? Sure it's ne er be me; 
Your Education natural wants Supplie. 

Ho uER and Ho RACE, when the World was 

young, 

They then invented ſeveral Sorts of Song, 
As Nature dicted, in their Mother- Tongue. 

Like to a Shepherd on the rural Plain, 
Who tunes his Sang amidſt the ruſtick Train. 
His Fellows praiſe him for his ſoft ſweet Voice; 
The Flocks they liſten, ſeeming to rejoice. 
The Milking-maids lay down their Pales and dance, 
When to the Fold he whiſtling doth advance. 
His charming Voice ſounds in their Ears, till they 
Acquire the Tune, and lilt it o'er next Day. 

Tho” you who has poectick Art ſurvey'd, 
The Latin Tonguc, and many Anthors read, 
Compoſz fine Numbers ia heroick Stile; 
'Tis but mere Imitation all the While. 

Bur new Invention, ſuch as Home had, 
And in their Mother-Tongue, as Ho RACE did: 
Purely they wrote, each as Dame Nature taught; 
Their Works new Wit, new Fancy aud new 

Thought. 

Bu we muff have Supplies from other Parts, 

Or thametully we will miſmanage Arts. 


We 


| 
| 
| 
4 
| 
[ 
| 
| 
[ 


(80 
Or elſe we look lik e ftupid brutiſh Fools. 


Some Brutes they are ſo docile, that they will 


Incline, and ape Men's Actions to the full. 


But few of Men, tho' they can read and write, 
Their native Language, in one Art complete, 


Eſpecially in Poetry, who can, 


In homely Lays, both Stile and Numbers ſcan. 
Ine er admire the Learned, tho' they ſcance 
wi advance ; 
For, tho” the Genius ſhould decline, they might 
Een force their Way, in making Verſes right. 
The warbling Quire that uſhers in the Spring, 


On Stile and Numbers, and fine Ve 


All know they by a natural Inſtinct ſing, 
And ſo do I, tho' never, all my Days, 
Was ever Maſter of one Latin Phraſe. 
Tho” I may nibble at the loweſt Sprays, 
I cannot climb to rouch the lofry Bays. 
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We learn Modes, and Languages, and Rules, 


— 


A LETTER to J.— B.-— an ola 
Batchelor, perſwading him to marry. 


N frofty Weather Sheets are cauld, 

I That gars Folk cloſs together fauld. 
n ſpite of ilka northern Blaſt, 

Tie Heat of Man and Wite ſhall laſt. 

But ſingle Lads, like you and me, ; 
Maun ſlice our Sarks down o'er our Knee; 
And heat the tae Foot wi' the other: 

What can we doin Winter Weather ? 

But when the Spring and Summer comes, 
When Midgies dance, and Ey“ cloke bums, 
Tien Man and Wife in Bed grows warm; 
The Sweat and Heat it dots rhem harm. 

So troth, my Friend, I'm at a Varry, 
Whether to keep free, or marry, 
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Bat yet I have devis'd a Wile, 
The Heat of Summer to beguile ; 
That is, to keep Claes aft the Bed, 
Until the Summer Heat be fled. - 

And when the Autumnal Cald comes in, 
To hap the Bed we'll then begin. 

Sae gin I had as many Years - 

As on your Fore-head now appears, 

Some comely Fair-one, wrer Intiſements, 
Would cauſe me caft off all Adviſements, 
And fairly venture on the Ty 

Of Marriage; purpoſely that 1 

Frae all Reproaches ſhould go free, 

And wanton Womens Calumnie. 

For they will taunt, and jon and joak, 
And ca" you Capon, not a Cock; | 
An auld young Man that canna' love; 

A filly Fool, as chaſt's a Dove; 

Row'd in the Brottlet when firſt ſeen, 
And chiefly lo'es his Cog ſinceſyne. 
With many ſuch Reproaches more, 
Laſſes gi Lads that they abhore. 

dae take a Heart, and learn to woo", 
That Laſſes may ſpeak well of you. 

Bruſh up your Baird, gooſe out each Lirk, 
And gr ſome Change to K 's Kirk. 
Do as your Father did, and ſtrive 

To keep the Name of B-— cx alive, 

Sure there is great Delight in Wooing, 
'Tis ſik an ancient Way of doing: 

For, fince auld Ap a u firſt was made, 
His Bairns, till now, have us'd the Trade. 

Therefore, my Friend, I'd have you try 
What Pleaſure's in't, and ſae ſhall I. 

Wed lock's a divine Inſtitution; 
dae let us, with one Reſolution, 
M *. 
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Obey that ſacred old . 


nr 


That GOD in Paradiſe gave Man. 
Leave Parents, Friends, and a'* your Kin, 
Some bonny Laſlic's Love to win. 
And cleave to her for Life to live; 6 
That will your ſunken Sp'rits revive. 
Farewel, my Friend ; gin you be wiſe, 
You winna' ſlight my young Advice. 
I own indeed, it is but bruckle, | 
Yet gren in Love. Your's, Sa N DY NI cor. 


— 
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An EPISTLE to Mr. ArlAx Ram 
sar, relating a faint Proſpect iff 
the Carſe of GowKRit. 


J MM ww of 


0 

SIR, | ws 
An'd ALLan, Chief of PoxTsClan; 

Of true Scots Fraiſes haill Goodman, Tt 


Whether your Muſe mounts like a Swan 
On high Intent, I B. 
Or *mangſt the Shepherds leads the Van No 
| Through Dale or Bent, Www 
If you'd be pleas'd fo low to lout, | 
And read my poor Epiſtle out, 02 
Fil lend my Genius a fare Rout, 
| But and deſcribe WY, 
The Carſe of GOF/RIE round about, = (67 
A bonny Glibe 
Between St, JOHNSTON and DUNDEE, 
Where TAY doth twinkle to the Sea, 
Like to an Haugh cloſs by its Bree, 
Well clade wi' Flow, 
With many fine and fruitful Tree 
| Round Shepherds Bower 


Her: 


1 
Here Shepherds live in canty Bowers, 
Where's Store of Fruit and Garden Flowers, 
Waiting ApOLLo's watery Showers, 
| To gar them grow ; 
They keep the reſt frac Quarrel-Clowers 
And broken Pow. 
CuARLIE Lyonand Jouny Gray, 
They bear the Bell on bonny TAY, 
And keep their Flocks from ga'n aſtray 
Wr ſonſy Tykes ; 
Have Bughts where Wenches milk them may 
Of bra' Stane-Dikes. 
They whiftle and ſing with canty Tone; 
O' their Shepherdeſles they are fon”, 
And feeds on Milk, hot frae the Loan, 
Frae Ky and Sheep ; 
Well bigged Bowers of poliſh'd Stone 
| | Where they do ſleep 
On Beds of Down that is moſt fine, 
Where their ſaft Arms around doth twine 
About their Loves, wha bright doth ſhine, 
| And unca bra”; 
Their Grace and Form appears divine, 
a Baith ane and a“. 
Beaut'ous SUSA NN A was nae Compair ; 
Nor yet the Trojan Hz LE fair, 
Which brought that City meikle Care 
Wrer Beauty bright; 
Our SHEPHERDS has a greater Share | 
a For their Delight. 
No Goddeſſes that haunt the Groves, 
Cn vic with theſe our Shepherds Loves. 


Yhat altho* my Fancy roves, 
On Things divine ? 


here's no terreſtial Thing that moves, 
Appears to ſhine 
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Like our brave Hs LEN and SUSANNA : 
The Gods may a out HosaNNa, 
And ſay, forſooth, indeed we maun a 
Pay our Reſped, 
More than unto fair Diana, 
Without Neglect 
Like ABISAEI, King David's Wife, 
They drown out a their Husbands Strife, 
Wr Counſel, Contentment to the Life | 
| They to them gi; 
Humility wi' them is rife, | 
| For ought I fee. 
Stcep riſing Hills on the north Side, 
From Froſts and Winds the Harveſt hide; 
Rich Harvefts, waving like the Tyde, 
| On proving Plain 
Of TAY; ſweet TAY, St. FOHNSTOOUN's Pride, 
And Merchants Gain. 
Pray, Sir, accept your Servant humble; 
1 ho'c binna' right, oh! dinna* grumble; 
It winna your bra' Verſes drumble 
| To look upon it; 
Ye'll ſay the Truth, to ca' me Bumble : 
And, for my Sonnet, 
I canna' fay 'tis worth appearing 
Afore your Face, or in your Hearing ; 
For ſenſelcfs Babbles are nae Jeering, 
: 5 But an Offence: 
ae it is hardly worth your ſpeerin 
N F or ſik Non-ſenk 
Yer, nae great Ferly the' it be | | 
Pain Buff, wha wad conſider me; 
For, troth, I'll tell you, but a Lie, 
I'm no Book -lear'd; 
Tet I preſume to ſpeak with thee ; | 
| But, oh! I'm fears. 
ALEXANDER Nicol 
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Mritten by a GEN TL E MAN upon 
ſeeing ſome of my Verſes. 


ALEXANDER, 
Hou little Bard, of 4 DA M's Brood, 
| Had thy Education been as good 
As natural Genius leads thee, 
Thy Station now had been much better 
Than Nolt-herd or a Shepherd either; 
And as well vers'd in natural Matter, 
A Poet they had made thee. 


My ANSWER. 


SIX, a 
M one of ancient 4 DA M's Race, 
Tho' in the loweſt Rank and Place 
| Dame Nature ſhe has fet me ; 
Yet Heav'n gae me a ſpacious Mind, 
Beyond a hantle o*' my Kind; 
The rural Muſes too, I find, 
Do fondly daut and pett me. 
For, many Time, when I thought lang, 
Tara Lia brought a paſtoral Sang, 
| And bade me chear my = 
And let the World ken that we 
Regard not Learning's high Degree; 
But unto Poets naturallie | 
Our Secret we impart. 
My Station, tho” 'tis poor and mean, 
Yer for no higher Pitch I green, 
Than Providence allows ; 
But only, Sir, that I'm inclin'd, 
(If Fortune ſhe would be ſo kind) 
To ſee my Verſe in Print; my Mind 
Ambitiouliy purſues. 
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pon ſeeing a Satire againſt Mr, Al- 


LAN RAMSAY. 


Har ſplenatick, lunatick Fellow, 
With Chandler-Chafts, and Brain ſo ſhallow; 
R K—— I mean, who dares t'abuſe 
The Favourites of our blithſome Mute ; — 
Eſpecially bright Raus AY, who 
Broad BRITAIN praiſe, and Hundreds mo'. | 
Says he, A Poet's nothing worth, 4 
That Ciry-Vices ſhews not forth. | 
But, if he had one Grain of Senſe, 
He'd fee his Poem on Lucky Spence. 
A Satire ſharp on Whores and Bawds ; S 
And Scriblers laſlid, laſh all ſuch Blades 
That grudge or grumble at what he ſays, 
At Poems, or Paſtorals, or fine Plays. 
His Poem on Flealth, all Men may ſee 
A Satire plain on Gluttonie. 
His Tale ot Bonnets doth declare 1 
What here to mention I forbear. 
As for his Fables, arid Love-Sones, 
i No Wit can challenge in them Wrongs, 
| Except R K fill'd with Envy, 
| W ho *gainſt all honeſt Things doth cry. 
| The charming fair Ones cannot paſs 
{| His Calumny upon their Drefs. 
The very Church-men, and the Judges. 
In ſhort, at every Thing he grudges. ö f 
A melancholly ſow'r-mouth'd Block; f 
At all harmonious Things doth mock. 
A Tipe of Hell, himſelf tormenting; ; 
1 At every pleaſant Thing lamenting. Riſe, 
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Riſe, great ApoLLo, in thine Ire, 
And cruſh him down to PLUTO's Fire ; 
Whence all his Party cannot budge him, 
Till RA DIAMANT Hus come and judge him; 
And there appoint him, for's Abuſe, 
$15syPHUs'Sendleſs Toll to uſe ; 

And all that party him, for ever, 

A better Fate befal them never. 


as 4 


An EPISTLE to My. ALIAN Ram 


SAY, 


SI R, 


Ov x Name and Fame has ſpread ſae far off, 
I doubt *ris mare than I'm a ware of ; 
For troth, Sir, I maun tell ye, 
Your Head's fac fu* of canty Tales, 
That ſcoups o'er many Muirs and Dales, 
Likewiſe in ilka Valley, 
That I'm amaiſt made to ſing dumb, 
And break my Quill aſunder; 
And naething ſay, but maunt and mum, 
When you begin to thunder | 
Out mony Things, and bonny Things, 
That's ilka ane's Delight, | 
That ae Man, nor nae Man, 
Your canty Tales can flight ; 


But praiſe them ay for wally Droll ; 

He's but a Fool that will control 
Your witty wanton Verſe ; 

For a' the Poets o' the Nation 

May come unto your Coronation, 
And ay your Praiſe rehearſe. 
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Some 


Some with Lawrel, ſome with Bays, 
3 La — 
And ſa ith ALLAN ight Rays 
hat ſhine aboon our Pat. 
Our Quills a', and Wills a', 
Can never reach ſo far; 
He thinks ay, and blinks ay, 
Bright as the cleareſt Star. 


When I came hame, ilk ane came ſpeering,. 
I ſcarcely cou'd gr” them an Hearing, 
They were fac unca buſie. 
Said they, O Sandy, ſaw you AL LAN, 
! And was you in within his Dwelling ? 
Pray tell us what like is he ? 
Said I, My Memory is nae meikle, : 

To tell you a* his Marks; 

Read's Epiſtle to's Friend AR BRUc KIR, 
Set down amang his Warks : 
He ſhaws @ his Laws a”, 
And Principles ilk ane; 

| His Stature and Nature, 
| He tells it till Amen. 


J would be unca well content, 
To fee my Writings put in Print, 
And ſyne had them to read. 
T pray you, ſend me Word about it; 
For ilk ane ſays, they deadly doubt it, 
That ever they will be ir. 
Yet I do bid them thole a While, 
Till ance the Spring come in; 
| 9 par ye a' baith laugh and ſmile, 
i Water your Eyes blin. 
your Eyes blin. 3 
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When linking and clinki 
You ſee them thro'ilk Shire, 
Syne ſma Folk, and a“ Fol 
Win buy them wi” Deſire. 
'ALEXANDER Nico. 
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An ACROSTICK. 


Us r his Renown and Memory decay, 
A s that of Fools? No. Sure his Merit may 
S ecure Records of his immortal Fame, 
T hat future Ages may admire the ſame. 
E ach Virtue brightly in his Perſon ſhin'd, 

KR efined with an elevated Mind. | 


R ipe was his Wit, Wit grac'd with Eloquence 
Of deepeſt Judgment, and ſuperior Senſe. _ 
B rave and curageous ; he maintain'd the Cauſe, 
E ven of his King, and of his Country's Laws. 
R etir'd, at length fatigu'd with Toll and Age, 
T 0 1 is Mind he did engage. 


M ature, at laſt, he did his Breath relies. 
U nto the glorious and immortal KING. 

R ejoycing now in Triumphs of the * | 
R eaping the Fruits of tracing Virtue's Way. 
A nd Fame ſhall echo to Pofterity, | 

Y ondera PAT Tx RN that can never dy. 


This, as a Mite, I to bis Memory pay, 
Who was my Friend, to my Experience, ay. 
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An ACROSTICK on the Death 
a Pious MATD. | 


IpsT the fair Bloom of Innocence and 
4 midft true Virtue, Piety, and Truth; 
R egarding nothing, Death ſo aim'd his Dart, 
'G ainſt the fair Breaſt, it piercꝰd the tender Heart. 
A numerous Train of the celeſtial Powers, 
K ejoycing, fly to watch her Soul, that towers 

E v'n thro' the Skies; with Anthems of the Day, 


7 he Angels ſing, while thro' the Orbs they fly. 


H er Fame's ſtill freſh, while ſhe, with#oys above, 
On Jzsvs Cnxisr feaſts with eternal Love. 

O all the Chriftian ſhin'd in her below ; 

D oubtleſs the Sa IN r now ſhines in her alſo. 


Said on WRITING. 


Hz _D nothing for Writing, this World's ſo 
ard, | 

Excepting it be the D-—1 hac'd for Reward. 
I dare not write Satire, tho' in it there's Wit, 
And in this our Age no Subjects ſo fit. 

If I write on a Country-man, Anger breaks out; 
He threatens to 3 me my Bones in a Clout. 
Be it Satire or Praiſe, he fooliſhly ſwears, 
That he will have none of my Dogrel-Verſe. 

And if on an EARL, a Lob, or a KnicnT, 


They all turn Criticks, to judge if *cis right. 


Its 
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Its Faults ſoon appear, 12 Beauty's conceal'd ; 
No more's for the Author, except he's revil'd. 
And if on a Groom that has Manners and Senſe, 
He gives me a Bottle, my Pen to compenſe. 
do this is the Fate of a Poet that's bad; 
Tho' more 1s expected, there is no more had. 
To write for Diverſion, no Time I can ſpare; 
So therefore ſuch Writing I had belt forbear. 
Yet ſometimes, when Fancy provokes me, I muſt 
Write ſomething, altho' my Labour be loſt. 


— ing 


An EPISTLE to a Friend newly 
married, againſt the Will of his 
Wife's Friends. 


Kind Friend, 


Ex A R, kind, and loving Commerade, 
I'm ſure, as e'er a Body had ; 
And gin the Warld ſhou'd a gae mad, | 
| Pl ay ſay that 
Thoa art a well deſerving Lad, 
Fu' well I wat. 

But, honeſt auld Acquaintance, now 
There is a Change on me and you; 


And Claſhes paſt, and that nae few, ; 
; | Upon us baith : 
But Heav'n will gi' them their Due . i 
| That wiſh our Skaith. 
The riſing Hills, and Valleys wide, 
Our Company they now divide; 
heſides a* that, you've gotten a Bride 


; | to kiſs and clap > 
wiſh nacthing but Good betide, | 
Or be your Hap. 

N 2 | Your 


1 
Your Match is nane OM 1 
Thoꝰ a” her K in ſhou'd glowr and gloum, 
And ſwell wi' Ire, until their Bum 
Like Thunder roar; 
She's your Equal now, in Time to come, 
As well's before, 


Sac live contentedly together, 
In mutual Love to one another ; 
And value neither Friend nor Brother, 
But do your beft : 


Kind Providence, which brought — hither, 


akes out the ref, 
Let ilka tattling ill bred Block, 
Frae Houſe to Houſe ſtill keep a Troak 
Daily, of Lies to looſe the Pock ; 
Sac poor's their Poſt, 
They'll rin the Riſque Heav'n to provoke, 
| And damn thcir Ghoſt. 
- Sac never mind that graceleſs Crew, 
That ſpeaks nac Good but of a few ; 
For what they ſay is ſeldom true, 
| Or for good Ends: 


Of a' our Wrangs we may na' now | 
| Hope for a Mends 
Take up a Heart, and fear nae Loſs ; 1 
Be blyth, and laugh at ilka Croſs; 


Fate will your Enemies oppoſe ; 
! 10 You need na' dread 


The leaſt Affront frac a“ your Foes ; 
| | Peace will ſuccecd, 
May a' the Charms of Love and Youth, 

And a' the Fruits of Peace and Truth, 
With heavenly Bleſlings in a Fouth, 

Show'r on your Pat; 
May you a Bo Az, and ſhe a Rur u, 


Still imitate 


Tar etui 
7 


2 


re 


( 93 ) 


— 


To the Laird of AB ERCAIR NIE 


Honoured Sir, 


'VE frankly drunk your Honour's Heal, 
Of ANDREW GrIimmanD's laughing Ale; 
And, for your Kindneſs, I'll be Bail, 
I'e gratefuꝰ be: 
And then you winna' think it ill | 
Beſtow'd on me. 
Bleſt with along and hearty Life ; 
Free of ill Humour, Care or Strife; 
A blyth and charming canty Wife 
To be your MT E; 
Of Health and Riches always rife, 
Still be yoor Fate. 
Could my dull Muſe but clink the Rhyme, 
Free of Offences or a Crime, 
I wad nae grudge how meikle Time 
I took to raiſe 
The beauteous Stanza of your Fame, ; 
Or yet your Praiſe. 


_— 


Upon our jolly Change- Keeper leaving 
the Place. 


Noe we may greet when Baccnvs frowns ;. 
Dout Dulneſs all our Meetings crowns ; 


Our hearty, blyth, and cheerful Hoſt, 
Has left us all in Drouth to toaſt 

He was the Jeſt of all our Plays, 

And ſwagger'd wide on Bridal-Days. 


When 
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When buckl'd Nymphs met on the Green, 
He ſoon drew to him a' their Een; 
He bobb'd, wheePd round, skipt here and there, 
In ſportive Doubles, flees as Air. 
Then wiſely cry'd, left ne ſhould fail, 
To fetch a ſwinging Pot of Ale. 
Sweet don of Mirth ! for, on the Spot, 
He'd fling the Swats plump down his Throat: 
And wiſcly reckon'd they were bleſt 
That pay'd and drank, and danc'd and kiſs'd. 

A narrow hearted Logger-head, | 
He pray d that Drouth migh: be his Dead. 
When Sauls of larger Size he met, 
He bleſt his Stars, and thank'd their Fate. 
But this ſame Man, however good, 
Has left, ah! left this N 
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A Tale of two Brothers, and their 
Poſterity. | 
Deubtleſs the Plea ſure is as great 


In being cheated, as to cheat. 
Hu pIB R485. 


WO ancient Brothers, famous of Renown, 
Admir'd by all in Country and in Town. 
Theſe two increas'd to ſuch a Multitude, 
Thar one another they at laſt withſtood. 
Ambitious both to have the ſole Command, 
Each ſtriving ſtii] ro have the Upper-hand. 
CarnDinia, the braveſt Brother, ſcem'd, 
Over all the World he was beſt eſteem'd: 
His valiant Sons, where e'er they came, were known; 


Such Warlike Actions by their Hands were hoe 
8 i rec, 
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Free, independent, Wers two thouſand Years - 
Succeſhively, our HE Ros royal Peers | 
Reign'd uncontroll'd, in ſpite of En mies Power: 
A Foreigner was ne'er his Govcrnour. 
The chiefeſt So x wore an emperial Crown; 
The reſt were Subjects, loyal to the Throne. 
A Lion fierce his Royal 'ScuTcnxron fill'd, 
Whoſe rampant Paws a ——_— TRIST IE held. 
In fair EDINA was the Royal SA r, 
And fineft TARTAN was the Coat of STATE. 
They ſcorn'd the Ro mans, and the Saxon Race, 
And Warlike DAN Es they often put to Chace: 
The Pic rs extirped freely from the Land, 
Enjoy d their Freedom with victorious Hand. 
What e*cr Attempts, their Freedom to invade, 
By foreign Pow'rs, or En'mies, e'er was made, 
They firmly ſtood, unmoveable as Rocks; 
heir Force gigantick, none durſt bide their 
5 Stroaks. | | 
heir Privileges, Liberties and Laws, = 
it heir Nation's Intreſt, and the Royal Cauſe ; 
Theſe were the Motives puſh'd our Hz Roxson : 
All fought the Glory of the ancient Tur ons. 
Conquer, Viftorious, was their Word and Cry; 
With loud Huzza's o'erpower'd the Enemy. 
Dxvutn a was the other Brother's Name; 
lot much oblig'd to Victory or Fame. 
he Romans, Saxons, NoRMANs, and the 
DaNEsS, , 
\ll clapt on him (poor Man) their conquering 
Chains. a 
mixed Race, ſprung partly from them all, 
Holds now the Pow'r, whoſe Scutcheon is the Mule. 
Dy Gift, or for Embelliſhment, they choſe, 
o grace their Banners, a bright ſpreading Roſe. 
O is the Palace-Place and Refidence 
fall their Kings, each Law and Ordinance. 
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Their Royal Race, at KR they laid 
Their Diadem upon a Maiden's Head 

That was ally'd unto Ca RDINIA near: 

She dying, left one of his Sons her Heir. 

They were ſo ſubtile, when they ſaw their 
Upon Ca R DIN IA neter prevail d, at length 
They uſed Flatt'ry to attain their End, 

And promis'd fair to be his laſting Friend. 

Not only Friendſhip, but Rewards of Gold, 

A Bait they knew the Covetous would hold. 
We are thy Brethren, the Dxuinians cry'd, 
More near ally'd ſince our Queen Ma 1px x dy'd. 
Your Prince is ours, by free Acceſſion crown'd, 
And we allow you are the moſt renown'd. 

Unite the TRHISTHT ILE and the Ros E together, 
Since we are both under one nurſing Father. 
You ſhall be free to trafique in our Land; 

All that we have ſhall be at your Command. 
Let Prince and Parliament ſtay here in LU, 


Then ye'll have Acceſs to our chiefeſt Good. 


In your E D INA, for the Civil Law, 

Place Deputies to keep the Land in awe ; 

And for each Shire, elect, to repreſent 

The ſame, fit Perſons in the Parliament. | 

Your Manufactories, and your Cattle Trade, 

Shall, by our Help, be far more richer made. 
Thenthe Ca xD1NIa xs bravely made Reply, 

We know your Flatt'ry, and your Treachery. 

Do you intend, as falſe deſigning Knaves, 

To make us Free-men your ä Slaves? 

No. We diſdain it; and our aweful Swords 

Shall, by our Actions, verify our Words. 


Our Parliaments, and Civil Laws, they ſhall 


Have their old Place within E D I NA's Wall. 

Let our Great Px1N cx the Royal Scepter ſway 
O'er you and us, and both the Courts ſurvey. 

Yet, notwithſtanding, if you ſeem content, 

A Correſpondence, in each Parliament, = 
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Betwixt us, we will willingly allow; 
But not to quit our ancient Rights to you. 
Our PRINCE is now your rightful Sovereign; 
Submit to us, if ye would Friendſhip gain. 
When the DRI x TANs heard this, they forbore 
th Nach treating Terms with the Ca DIN IANs more, 
At laſt, Embaſſadors from Heav'n was ſent, | 
zidding the KI N to quit the Government. 
hen ſhortly he exchang'd his Diadem 
ith heavenly Glory and immortal Fame. 15 
His Royal Hz IR with Pomp and Splendor crown'd, 
hiefs of both Tribes the ancient Throne ſurround, 
Yet the DRI NIANs cunningly began 
\ Stratagem _ the Royal Clan. | 
They bred up Factions, headed by old No LL; 
The Priefts and People Royal Pow'r control. 
Their King they murder'd, baniſhed the Prince; 
hich bred Confufions *mong the Tribes e'er ſince. 
it laſt, the Males of Royal Seed fell ſhort; « 
\ Female ſway'd the baſe promiſcuous Courr. 
Then the DrRutN1ANs, falſe as helliſh Fiends ; 
Thought fitteſt now to gain their ſelfiſh Ends: 
ike the old Serpent, cunning to enſnare, 
Thought beſt, at firſt, aſſault the Royal Fa 1 R. 
Map Au, ſay they, our All is in thine Hand; 
Dur Lives and Fortunes are at your Command, 
'ewant your Judgment in one ſimple Caſe, 
amely, *twixt Us and the Ca RDIN IAN Race. 
e all are Brethren, alſo Neighbours near, 
nd o'er us both, you the great Scepter bear. 
hat need we keep ſo diff rent from each other, 
ince we are both under one nurſing Mother? 
ay we not join us both in Unity, 
nder the Conduct of your Majeſty ? 
heir Manufactories, and their Cattle Trade, 
urely by this would richer far be made. 
e ſeck not Intreſt, Honour, or Renown, 
or to ſuppreſs, or keep Ca RDINIA down. 
Be O But 
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Their Royal Race, at . they laid 
Their Diadem upon a Maiden's Head 

That was ally'd unto Ca RDINIA near: 

She dying, left one of his Sons her Heir. 


They were ſo ſubtile, when they ſaw their Strength 


Upon Ca RDINIA neter prevail d, at length 
They uſed Flatt'ry to attain their End, 

And promis 'd fair to be his laſting Friend. 

Not only Friendſhip, but Rewards of Gold, 

A Bait they knew the Covetous would hold. 
We are thy Brethren, the DRI x IAN s cry'd, 


More near ally d ſince our Queen MA ID EN dy'd. 


Your Prince is ours, by free Acceſſion crown'd, 

And we allow you are the moſt renown'd. 

Unite the THIST ILE and the Ros E together, 

Since we are both under one nurſing Father. 

You ſhall be free to trafique in our Land; 

All that we have ſhall be at your Command. 

Loet Prince and Parliament ſtay here in LD, 

Then ye' ll have Acceſs to our chiefeſt Good. 

In your E D I NA, for the Civil Law, 

Place Deputies to keep the Land in awe ; 

And for each Shire, elect, to repreſent 

The fame, fit Perſons in the Parliament. 

Your Manufactories, and your Cattle Trade, 

Shall, by our Help, be far more richer made. 
Then the Ca RDINIANS bravely made Reply, 

We know your Flatt'ry, and your Treachery. 

Do you intend, as falſe deſigning Knaves, 

To make us Free-men your ——_— Slaves? 

No. We diſdain it; and our aweful Swords 

Shall, by our Actions, verify our Words. 

Our Parliaments, and Civil Laws, they ſhall 

Have their old Place within E D I NA's Wall. 

Let our Great PRIN cx the Royal Scepter ſway 

O'er you and us, and both the Courts ſurvey. 

Yet, notwithſtanding, if you ſeem content, 

A Correſpondence, in each Parliament, 
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Betwixt us, we will willingly allow; 
But not to quit our ancient 2 to you. 
Our PAIN CE is now your rightful Sovereign; 
Submit to us, if ye would Friendſhip gain. | 
When the Drutnrans heard this, they forbore 
h uch treating Terms with the CaxD1Nia ns more, 
At laſt, Embaſſadors from Heav'n was ſent, | 
Bidding the K N to quit the Government. 
Then ſhortly he exchang'd his Diadem 
With heavenly Glory and immortal Fame. | 
His Royal He IR with Pomp and Splendor crown'd, 
Chiefs of both Tribes the ancient Throne ſurround, 
Yet the DRI NIiANs cunningly began 
\ Stratagem paint the Royal Clan. | 
They bred up Factions, headed by old No LL; 
he Prieſts and People Royal Pow'r control. 
heir King they murder'd, baniſhed the Prince 
'hich bred Confufions *mong the Tribes e'er ſince. 
\t laſt, the Males of Royal Seed fell ſhort ; « 
Female ſway'd the baſe promiſcuous Court. 
hen the DRUtN1AaNs, falſe as helliſh Fiends ; 
hought fitteſt now to gain their ſelfiſh Ends: 
Like the old Serpent, cunning to enſnare, 
hought beſt, at firſt, t'aſſault the Royal FA IR. 
Mayan, q they, our All is in thine Hand; 
Dur Lives and Fortunes are at your Command, 
'ewant your Judgment in one ſimple Caſe, 
Namely, *twixt Us and the Ca RDIN IAN Race. 
eall are Brethren, alſo Neighbours near, 
nd o'er us both, you the great Scepter bear. 
hat need we keep ſo diff rent from each other, 
Ince we are both under one nurſing Mother ? 
lay we not join us both in Unity, 
nder the Conduct of your Majeſty ? 
Their Manufactories, and their Cattle Trade, 
urely by this would richer far be made. 
\eſeck not Intreſt, Honour, or Renown, 
or to ſuppreſs, or keep CarD1iNnia down. 
* O | But 
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But is't not ſtrange, that L thus tempt the G 
That, bei Brethren, live fo long at Odds ? 
Your Majeſty, if this Propofal leaſe you, 
As well it may, for twill more high! ey 
In foreign Fame, and Subjects 2 8 

The only Hinge of Pow'r and Royalty; 

May not (we ay) your Majeſty rehearſe 
This . e bold Ca DIN IAN Race? 
You ſee Advantage by it would accrue, 

It this were ſettled, to them and you. 

We know they are a ftout heroick Clan, 

And ſcorns to be beholden unto Man. 

But, in this Caſe, we'd ftand each others Friend, 

And reſt unconquer'd to the World's End. 

* the fair Sex, ſince Mother EVE, ſuſtain'd 
yielding Temper, and is eaſy in'd 

By — ent and falſe delufive Speech; 

80 thoſe the Fa IR, the Royal Farr did reach. 

So foon as EVE forbidden Fruit did taſte, 

Sh' invites her Husband to the fatal Feaft, 

Involves themſelves, and their Poſterity, 

1 In temp'ral Lofs, and endleſs Miſery. 

4 The Qux t x o'ercome, ſhe call'd «Parliament, 
4 Where ſhe declares how well ſhe was content 
To have the Brothers join'd in Unity; 

Have both one Manners, both one Laws obey. 

With ſecret Bribes of pure and ſtamped Gold, 

In Hand-fulls, Har-fulls, numberleſs, untold, 

Crafty DrxurtNIaNns Jaid, as Baits, to 

Simple Ca RDINIANS to their ſervile Gals 
| Some, whoſe Eſtates with Equipage were waſted, 

And Purſes with Extravagancies blaſted, 
Brew covetous to have the ſhinin Mould; 
| Their Liberties, themſelves and Nation ſold. 
They ſnatch'd the Bait, becauſe the Hook was hid ; 
| Thus the CanDiNiaNs ſhamefully deny'd - 


Their wonted F POD, willingly betray A 
| When 
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When they had fign'd and ſeal'd the fatal Band, 


Involv'd themſelves, and all their native Land, 


Faſt in the Snare, their wretched Heirs eſpy d 
The baneful Hook that in the Bair lay hid, 

It firmly ſticks in their dejected Jaws; 

The rampant Ly ox fears the ugly Claws 

Of the foul Mo LR, as ſomeinfernal Fiend. 
Altho' Divines ſay helliſh Fiends are chain'd, 
Yet, when licens'd to wander on the Earth, 
They fright'n Mortals almoſt unto Death. 

So now the Mo Lx from under Ground gets Eyes, 


And ghoſtly glares; the Ly ox fears, and flys. 


The very Breath of that foul nauſious Beaſt, 
Poiſions the Strength of the proud Ly o N's Creſt. 
His Paws are firmly into Fettersty'd; 

His wonted Pow'r all ſtented and deny'd. 

What c'er the Mo Lx bids, the poor Ly ox muſt, 


Spire of his Teeth, perform the ſame iu Haſte. 


The THis TLE now is pricked with the Ross ; 
The Hook is now in the Ca RDINIAN's Noſe. 
By Force compell'd to Tax and Tribute, who, 
In former Ages, did no Taxing know. 
Commodities mult now to LV be born, 

And cheaply ſold, or Home again return. 

What the DRul N IAN s pleales to impoſe 

On the Ca RDINIANSs, they dare not oppoſe. 


The AUTHOR's Wiſp 


A HEALTH Body, and a Conſcience clear; 

A moderate Draught of ſmall untainted Beer 

When I am dry. When huvgy , Swoons and Pottage; 

A little Garden, and an'able Cottage. 

In Summer-time, a good Milk-Mother-Cow ; 

My Choice of Books, _ nought but read to do. = 
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In Winter- time a Piece fat Beef to tottle; 
And now and then with Friends a hearty Bottle. 
A cleanly Houſe; a warm clear canty Fire; 
Clean Linens, and my Garments all inti re. 

A warm ſoft Bed; a virtuous Spouſe, and kind; 
Some Pocket-Money ; theſe can pleaſe my Mind. 

When Death approaches, not to dwine, but die; 
And, after Death, bleſt with Felicitie. 

Theſe are my Wiſhes; and I crave no more: 
If Heav'n grant them, Goodneſs I'll] adore. 


ll 


On FORTUNE 


Crver Fortune! and unkind ! 
0 Unconſtant is thy Wheel ; 
Thou yields to few Content of Mind ; 

B' Experience I feel. 
Sometimes thy Favours or” e 
The Judgments of the Wit ; 
Till oft, too late, they feel the Smart 
From thy falſe Gifts ariſe. 
He's only wiſe that can improve 
Thy Smiles or Frowns for Good; 
Such Wi'dom cometh from above, 
Thy Juggles to exclude. 
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Non the Fair Sex. 
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Art, gen'rous Fair, who has reviv'd a Thought 
| | have retain'd ſince Nature firſt me taught. 
The Farr infpires; ambitioully I long 
To write on them a Panegyrick Song. 


Were 
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Were my dull Muſe but able to indite, 
My artleſs Fingers would be ſwift to write 
The numberleſs Enduements of the Sex, 
Whoſe Beauty none ſave Idiots neglects. 
Iam ſurpris'd to ſec unthinking Men, 
Againſt the FAR, in Satire, lift a Pen, 
Who are the Hinge of Love and Generation, 
The Maſter Piece of Nature and Creation. 

Man firſt of Duft, or of red Earth, was made; 
The Woman built of that Duſt purify'd ; 
Ot rarer Form, more beautiful and kind; 
More like to Joys ; for Jovz's all Love, we find. 
They are more colder in their Conſtitutions 
Than hated Man; and fo their Diſpoſitions 
More temp'rate are ; in them all Virtue dwells; 
In Modeſty and Softneſs, Man excels. 
Man made without, but ſhe in Paradiſe ; 
In many Things ſhe has Prehemencies. 

Sure Man 1s of a bold and rugged Nature, 
Whereas the Fa1k's a ſoft and tender Creature. 
The Seeds of Lovs, of Pity and ComPpassloN, 
Lodge in their Breaſts, while Men are fill'd with 

Paſhon. 

Sure Heaven foreſaw an Inconveniencie 
Would happen in the human Progenie. 
This World had been an ill governed Theatre, 
If both the Sexcs had retain'd one Nature. 

The Fair-ones Eyes ſpeak winning Eloquence ; 
Their charming Smiles an eaſy Acceſs gains 
To all the Corners of their Husbands Mind, 
And calms them when they raſhly are inclin'd. 
The! Vice, IIl-nature, Luxury and Toil, 
The gen'ral Maſs of human Creatures (poll ; | 
Yer, mongſt the Beſt, ſprung from a Race refin'd, 
Whoſe noble Blood ſure elevates the Mind 
To virtuous Ends; and, by their Prudence, ſway © 
Ver common Mortals taught how to obey, 
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Ten Thoufand Beauties with Perfections meet 
To make their Charms and Innocence complete. 
Nay, all the Virtues ſhine forth in their Charms, 
Wnile their ſott Breaſt their Husband's Boſom warn 
. Their outward Form adorn'd by Art, they ſeem ie 
Each as an Angel, or bright Scraphim, 
W hoſe dazling Glortes darken vuigar Sight, 
Like So L's bright Rays in his Meridian Height. 
There cv'ry Part moft obviouſly declare 
Beauty and Charms united in the Fain. 
Tue comely Feet that nimbly doth advance, 
And ſwiftly ſwimes while Cr o x trades the Dance, 
Thence to the Waiſt a modeſt Vail ſuppreſſes, 
And hides from Sight thoſe dear forbidden Places, 
As when at Noon, in a warm Summer Day, 
Tie glorious Su his ſplendid Beams diſplay, L 
So that no Eye, tho* ne'er ſo ſtrong, can gaze, þ 
Unleſs turn'd blind, on his Meridian Rays; 
So theſe yatl'd Places cannot fee the Day; 
They'd out- ſhine the Sun, and chace the Light ay 
Up from the Waiſt, ro where two Mounts ariſe, 
A Vail betwixr, where wanton Cvup1p lies, 
Theſe Mounts contain two Fountains on their Te 
Whoſe Water's ſweeter than the Nx c T a k Drops 
Yer theſe two Founts are cloſely ſeai'd, till ſhe 
Be made a Mother of a Progenie. 

The Ivory Neck, as AT L as up it bears, 
A Heaven of Beauty in its various Spheres. 
The comely Chin more Sweets and Beauty yields, 
Than all the Fragrance of the'verdant Fields. 
Above it ſtands an Oracle of Worth, 
That ſoon the longing Lover's Fate ſpeaks forth; 
Surpaſſing that of Der yn os, which, of old, 
In ruſtick Rhyme its dark Reſponſes told: 
Tis guarded with a ruddy two leav'd Gate; 
Within it ſtands twice ſixteen Knights of State, Me 
Invulierable, harniſh'd with Ivory Plate. 
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pleaſant Accent ! ſweet melodious Voice! 

vat charms all Nature, makes all Men rejoice ; 
cocceding forth from this ſweet hollow Cave, 

ach powerful Sounds that can bath kill and fave. 

e Noſe, the Brow, the bluſhing Checks and Eyes, 
ith Beauty ſtrikes all Mortals with Surpriſe. 

heir ev'ry Part with nat'ral Magick charms, 

ith ſecret Virtue draws Men to their Arms. 

et their fair Forms are nothing, when compar'd 
ith thoſe Perfections wherewith they are ſtor'd. 
he fairer Virtues wipe the Mind, | 
nd darken thoſe externa y that ſhine. | 
The Fair- one's Virtues, Innocence and Worth, 


c rfpir'd a Mo x ARC u's Pen to ſet them forth. 


PROVERBS, CHAP. xxxi. VERSE 10. 


LivsTRIOVUS FAIR, to Virtue all iuclin'd, 
Thrice happy he that fuch an one doth find, 
he Gold of Ophir, and the Coral fine ; 
he Topaz, and the Silver from the Mine; 
nix, rich Ruhies, were they ne'cr ſo rite, 
re all inferior to a virtuous Wir tr. | 
her the Hus Ba NV placeth all his Truft, 
cauſe he knows ſhe cannot be unjuſt. 
le needs not Spoil, for ſhe procurcs him all; 
hat e'er he wants are at his Nod or Call. 
5, Noe does him Good when he ſurveys her Charms, 
ne Sparks of Love that's in his Boſom warms. 
* here Virtue lives, true conſtant Love attend, 
ad holds for certain to the latter End. 
he ſeeketh Wool; ſhe ſeeketh Flax; of both 
ne makes all Sorts of neceſſary Cloath. 
, unconſtrain'd, her Hands ſhe doth apply 
O conſtant Labour, working chearſully. 
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Like to es where 8 Traders are, 
She brings her Food and Living from afar. 14 th 
She riſeth early, ere the Day come in, 
And calleth up her Serving - maids to ſpin. 
At Mail- time ſhe 1s careful ſtill to give 
To each a Portion whereupon to live. 
Well knew ſhe what inceſſant Labour yield; 
She ſums her Product; then ſhe buys a Field. 
Behold the genial Vines upright do ſtand, 
In Order, rang'd by her ſucceſsful Hand. 
Induigent Heaven ſuch Durance deigns to crown; 
Each virtuous Step computes her high Renown. 
She girds her Loins, hard Labour to endure, 
Aud ftates her Progreſs by her growing Store. 
She taſtes the Sweets of this laborious Run, 
And fingers Profit at a borrow'd Sun, 


Diſtaff and Spindle ſhe alternate moves; 


They ſpeak her Actions, and ſhe ſtill improves. 
With pity ing Eyes ſhe views the ſtarving Race; 
Like Heav'n ſhe's free, impartial in her Grace. 
With open Hands unfolds her gen'rous Care; 
Exactly knows both when to give, and where. 


From northern Coaſts the chilling Colds may blow, 


And cruſt the Fields with glazing Ice and Snow. 
She ſcorns the Storm's tumultuous Parade ; 
With fineſt Scarlet all her Houſe are clade. 

Of Tapeſtry rich Coverings ſhe makes ; 

Pure Silk and Purple for her Cloathing takes. 
Her Hus BAN DDs known among the EL DRRS, 


He's in the Gates, or walks the Street with Men. 


She makes fine Linen, clean and purely dreſt, 

To foreign Merchants, from the Eaſt and Weſt, 
She ſelleth it, gives Girdles of the ſame; 

hey thro' their Land ſpread her deſerving Fame. 
JIncompaſs'd round with Servants, valiantly 

They keep and guard her from all Injury. 
Cloath'd, as it were, with Strength and Honour, ſhe 
Shall ſtill rejoyce in her Felicitte, And 


0405 
And when ſhe ſpeaks, her Wiſdom is diſplay'd 
With more Applauſe than the TRITONIAN Maid. 


She acts and ſpeaks with ſuch a modeſt Grace, 

A Law of Kindneſs from her Tongue doth paſs. 
Afairs at Home ſhe carefully inſpects ; 

Her Serving-maids ſhe cautions and directs, 
Wool how to order, how the Flax to dreſs. 
She eateth not the Bread of Idleneſs. 

Her Children's *rentive ; when ſhe calls, they fly; 
All her Commands run ſwiftly to obey. | 
Her Children riſe, and her they bleſſed call; 
Her Hus BAND alſo, and they praiſe her all. 
She's virtuous unto whom all Standers by 

This ancient Mo T T o truly can apply, 

Full many Daughters have done virtuouſlie ; 

Jet there is none but what's excelſ d by thee. 
Fayour's deceitful ; Beauty is but vain ; 

But ſhe alone that fears the LORD ſhall gain 
Peace, Riches, Honour, Joy and Friendſhip all 
As Fruits that from her bleſſed Hands do fall. 

Give her thereof, and theſe ſhall make her great ; 
Yea, her own Works ſhall praiſe her inthe Gate, 


The honeſt Country-man's Meditation, 


as he was humming it over alone in 
Words at Reſting-time. 


Fortune, that with malicious Joy, 
Does Man her Slave oppreſs, 
Proud of ber Office to deſtroy, 
1s ſeldom pleas'd to bleſs. DxyDzt N. 
Faith flies, and Piety in Exile mourns; | 
And Fuſtice bere oppreſt, to Heav'n returns, 
| DRY DEN. 
I Fate's a Goddeſs, as ſome think ſhe is, 
I'm made to wonder; * my Wonder's this, 
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Why ſbe unequal deals ber Gifts, and why, 
What ſbe once gave, ſhe takes from ſome away? 
Why ſhe be ſtous ber Wealth and Poti r to ſome, 
That, by Extraction, from the Dung hill come; 
While ſome that are of noble Birth and Breeding, 
Are turned poor, nay Slaves their Wants deriding ? 
But ſome Men ſay, this Goddeſs ſhe is blind, 
And deals at Rovers to all human Kind. 
Hew e er it is, I know not; yet I know 
Some are advanc'd, while others are brought low, 
Some Men have Pow'r, yet want the Skill to guide 

it; 
And ſome have Wit, and yet oblig'd to hide it. 
Some Men are rich, and others wretched poor; 


And ſome are chaſte, while others play the Whore 


Some are religious, others are profane; 

And ſome have Loſs, while other ſome have Gain. 
Some Men are patient under greateſt Croſs ; 

And ſome are grieved at the ſmalleſt Loſs. 

Some Men are falſe, ſome love to keep their Words; 
And ſome are valiant, other ſome are Cowards. 
Some Men are born to Eaſe and much Content ; 
And ſome to Sorrow, Grief and Diſcontent. 

Some Men oppreſs, and others are oppreſt; 
Some have hard Labour, other ſome have Reſt. 

Some Men have Sickneſs, other ſome have Health; 
Some Penury, and ſome abound in Wealth, 

Some bountiful, and others churliſh are; 

And ſome are catch'd, while ſome eſcape the Snare. 
Some merry make, while other ſome are ſad ; 

And ſome are good, while other ſome are bad. 
Some are ſhame-fac'd, and others impudent ; 

And ſome are hardened, other ſome repent. 

Some loyal Subjects, others Rebels prove; 

And ſome Men hate what others greatly love. 
Some arc ambitious, ſome their Honour flies ; 

And ſome accept, while others Gifts deſpiſe, 
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Some Men are virtuous, others drown'd in Vice; 

And ſome are ſluttiſh, other ſome are nice. 

So many Men, ſo many Diſpoſitions; 

So many Stations, ſo is their Conditions. 

The Covetous, when Pow'r is on their Side, 

Are great Oppreſſors, Tyrants full of Pride; 

And mainly thoſe that are of mean Extraction, 

When they get Wealth, it fills them with Diſtrac- 
tion. 

There's Farmer Ho B from ſmall Beginnings roſe ; 
But ſome alledge the Fellow found a Poſe ; | 
Or ſtollen or robb'd, or murder'd ſome for Gold: 
And twenty Stories *bout his Wealth are told, 

Yet there's no Man dares t' atteſt the Crime; 

And few, or none, know how it is in Time, 

As he grows rich, he covets ſtill the more; 

And to his utmoſt perſecutes the Poor. | 

Around him, he, with covetous Deſign, 

His thriving Neighbours ftrives to undermine. | 

He views their Seats, runs to the Landlord ſyne; 
Invites him frankly to a Treat of Wine. 

Some Bottles empty, he propoſeth next, 

Before his Sermon, to give out his Text. 

vir, I'm inform'd ſome of your Tenants are 
Behind the Hand, and in your Books too far; 4 
And if they fail in Payment, Sir, to you, 

They cannot have ſufficient Beaſts to plow. 

This dyvers both your Honour's Land and them, 
And you have none, Sir, but yourſelf to blame, 
Let me but have, Sir, ſuch and ſuch Poſſeſſions, 
I'll try my Hand to make ſome more Progreſſions ; 
With ſtronger Oxen plow up their Reverſions. 
Here's Gold at Will, Sir, for your preſent Uſe, 
For I can ſpare it till the Ground produce 

Her yearly Payments of the Bullocks Toil, 

Which fails not, when well plow'd, in fatted Soil, 
Some golden Pieces gratis he lets fly, 

And then the Landlord makes a kind Reply ; 

P 2 Since 


— 


(108) 
Since you are wealthy, frank, and ſo diſcreet, 
Come, let's ſtrike Hands, the Bargain is complete, 
The good old Tenants are kick'd out of Doors, 
And turn'd to Begg'ry by ſuch Sons of Whores, 
Next, there's ALEX IS, an expectant Heir, 


With Pockets ſcrimpt, yet brisk and debonair; 


His daily Prayer is, That's Obſtructers may 

By Death be ſoon and ſhortly ſwept away. 

Indulgent Heay'n his earneſt Wiſhes grants, 

He ſwears and ſwaggers, drinks, and whores and 
rants ; 

Exhauſts his Subſtance, domineering fill 

Oc'r his poor Tenants, ſubject to his Will; 


By Fortune flatter'd, baſely turns uncivil ; 


His Subjects dread he's an incarnate Devil. 

With Harrage, Carriage, them he ſtill moleſts; 
And with Extravagance his 'State he waſtes. 
_ come, thinks he, then lightly let it go; 

It I be ſery'd, I value't not a Strow. 

When all's near ſpent, his Pocket empty grown, 
His ready Cafh and Credit almoſt flown, 

His cruel Mind with Tyranny and Pride, 

Runs on Oppreſſion, Penury to hide; 

Sends for his Tenants, Man vy Man, and ſwears, 


Their Tenements too great a Product bears; 


You muſt pay Entries ev'ry one, or flit; 

And more by Lear; now chuſe what ye think fit, 

Then, in this Strait, the ſimple Tenants try; 

Thus they are both reduc'd to Poverty. 

This breaks all thoſe his Tenants that ſucceed, 

And his poor Heirs muſt labour for their Bread. 
There's upſtart Burgers, Pedlars once, now grown 

Admir'd in Country, have the Vogue in Town; 


They look a- ſquint upon the auld Goodman, 


That once were fain to lick his Pottage-Pan. 
Theſe cunning Callands they corrupt the reſt, 
With crafty Counſel, bent for Intereſt, 
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Commodities that's from the Country brought, 
They, with one Bod, buy up almoſt for nought : 
And what they ſell, their Tongues are one again 8 


Thus they make rich, ling Country- men 
Tho ok thels Souls they bring cailty Stain. 
There's Mr. Jon Probationer devour, 
With his black Slieves, and military Coat; 
Well vers'd in Logick and Philoſophy, 
Fraught with Harangues, and Blads of Oratry, 
But moſt a Stranger to Divinity ; 
Yet ſeeming grave, before the Clergy ſtoops; 
But, when alone, he ſings and takes his Cups: 
Vet he can pray, and tel wy Scrifts of Greek, 
And broken Smatters of the Hebrew ſpeak ; 
And in the Latin he is nicely read; 
Can ſcrape and jouk ; then is not he well bred 


Having profeſs'd Community and Faith, 


Deed of Synod, he a Licence hath, 

o preach and pray in publick Auditory ; 

Tho' Oftentation, Heart - pride, and vain Glory, 
Should be his Motives, next to gaining Bread, 

He turns Boanerges, ſhaking Hands and Head, 

Some Benefice falls vacant ; he eſſays 

Ofc in that Place to ſpread his Goſpel- Rays. 

Fain would he be the Paſtor, if he might ; 

The Stipend fainer by a legal Right. 

The People not unanimous to chuſe him, 

The greateſt Part entirely do refuſe him. 

He gains the Patron; gets a Preſentation ; 

And this fills ſome with greater Indignation. 

Yet this inſtals him Paſtor of the Pariſh ; 

A great deal more the Fleece than Flock to cheriſh. 
He thus ordain'd, and ſettled in's Poſſeſſion, 

His Mind runs on another Alteration. 

A finer Houſe, a well dung'd Glebe and Garden; 
But on his Studies he is not ſo arden. 

With long Harangues, Tautologies and Nonſence, 
He lulls aſlecp his filly Hearers Conſcience; N 
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A fine rich Wife, and gallant Horſe to ride ; 

A lazy Chair near by his Chimney Side ; 1 
Hath various Diſhes on his Table ſet; 

Drink and Tobacco heaves him up with Fat, 

More like a Swine, well fatted for the Knife, 

Than watchful Paſtor in a Chriſtian Life. 

J leave their End and Fate to him that knows; ] 

But this Prognoſtick no good Ending ſhows. 

Theſe are but Swatches of the great Oppreſſion, 

And Impoſitions that o'crſpread the Nation. 

Oyppreſſion is a God, that's, at this Day, 

Ador'd by all, whoſe Nod all Ranks obey. 1 
The Golden Age and Silver Age are gone; 

And Braſen and Iron ; now's the Age of Stone. 

Among the Great, where noble Blood inſpires, 

To imitate the Virtues of their Sires, 

They dare not out them for a perverſe Crew; 

That's moſt in Vogue, Experience can ſhe w. 

If Prieſts or Poets ſhould their Thoughts unfold, 

They are corrupted with Rewards of Gold, 

Or charg'd and perſecute their Peace to hold. Y 

But Flatr'ry, Gains, or Praiſe, altho* miſplac'd, 
True Honeſty and Truth are both defac'd. 

But if a Scribler, as they call them, ſay 

The Stoney Age is extant at this Day, 

He's perſecuted, ſcorn'd, reproach'd by all; V 

Such poor Rewards tofT ell-truths now befal. 
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Thirty Riddles, with their Expoſitions 


That from the Sun doth fly; | | y 
rom Mis ry nothing Man execms, | 
Save my Society. 


J. 155 brighter than the radient Beams 


Exp. Spiritual Virtue 
Pe Of II. In 


6111) 
I, I'm one of four that well agree 
Men to accommodate; 


Yet, if my Bounds exceeded be, 
Men I would ruinate. 


Exp. Fire. 
III. God he once bade a Thing be done, 
And yet he did forbid it; 
It was not done; yet there was none - 
More lov'd than he that did it. 
Exp. Abraham offering his Son. 
IV. A Family of five, I hear, | 
Dwelt in a Houſe together, 
And two of them, as doth appear, - 
Had cach of them a Mother; 
Grand-father, Father, Uncle, Aunt, 
A Brother and a Siſter; 
All this is true; and Truth, all grant, 
No Mortals can reſiſt her. 
Exp. Lot's Family in the Cause. 
V. In Days of Vore, I was but one, 
But now in Number more; 
Tho” one cannot encreaſe alone, 
Jet I exceed Threeſcore. 
| Exp. Language in the Ark. 
VI. I am beyond all human Reach, 
Vet Man I do direct; 
I Knowledge to the Wiſe-men teach, 
5 Salvation to inſpect. 
| Exp. A Star. 


VII. I am ambitious to obtain 
A certain Pitch of Glory; 
J fail ſo ſoon's my End I gain, 
And yet I am not ſorry. > 
Exp. The Moon. 


VIH. I wear a Rob of Colours true, 
Vet dy'd by no Man's Hand; 
When 1 appear, I Favour ſhew 
m Both unto Sea and Land. 

Exp. The Rain-Bow. 

IX. Tho' 


. 
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(ma) 
Tho' I be aged but one Night, 
My rey'rend Head is hoary ; 
But ſoon as I ſee Pyuox Bus bright, 
I'm robb'd of all my Glory. 
Exp. Hbar-Froſt 
I make the Cowards fly for Fear, 
Yet I'm a Friend in Need; 
I make the dubious Cauſes clear ; 
IIL Doers all me _— 
Exp. The Swird, or Magiſtrate, 
A qu Aſpect 1 do wear, OI | 
et all Men welcome me; 
They needed neither ſow nor car, 
If I ſhould abſent be. 
Exp. Rain and Deu. 
I do both feed and clothe Mankind, 
Secures and bounds their Lands ; 
And in my Owner's Cauſe, though blind, 
What I fay firmly ſtands. 
Exp. Sheep, whoſe Skin is Parc hment. 


XIII. I'm abſolute, beyond Man's Pow'r, 


Yet Man did me command ; 
Bent on my Journey from my Bow'r, 
He made me ſtop and ſtand. 
Exp. The Sun commanded by Joſhua. 


XIV. What I was once, I am not now, 


XV. 


And yet the ſame I am; 
T labour for myſelf and you, 
Yet know not of the ſame- 
Exp. An Or. 
I'm ſolitar, without the Sun, 
And yet a Friend to Love; 
Reſpect of Beauty is not ſhown, 
Until that I remove: 
Nor Man nor Beaſt could not ſubſiſt, 
Withont my helping Hand : 
My Stay oft in twelve Hours conſiſt, 
And yet I never ſtand. 


« The Night, or Heß. 
RD 
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xVi, I am deſcended from above, 
By an immortal Line; 
1 freely teach the Art of Love, 
war Prophets to divine. 
Art is your — de taught 
o an 
Vet freely I: ——＋ my Thought 
To any that me ſcan. 
I'm neither ſen; nor can be felt, 
Yet obvious to ſee 5 - 
With Men I am but harſhly dealt, 


Let their ne in me. | - 
w_ Exp Muſeck, or Poetry, 


XVII. I have twelve Sons, and ev "ry Son- 
Had thirty Daughters fair; TY, 
And theſe their 2 ev'ry one, 
Had Children twenty four: 


Vet none of theſe fair Daughters ES ? 


Another in the Face; 7 
Their Age exceeds not, I can ſhaw, 
*Bove twenty four Hours Space. 
Exp. The Tear having 12 Months, 
Every Month 30 Days, every Day 24 
Hours; Days ſignify the Daughters 
not aged above twenty four Hours. 
XVIII. I am Man's chief and only Priebk, 
| And yet his greateſt Foe ; 
J love him dearly to the End; 4 
To Death with him Igo. 
| var "Conſcience. 
XIX. I ciuel was, yet well eſteem d 
Among both great and ſmall ; 
But now 1 am almoſt aſham'd; 
Another fills my Stall. 
F us'd to wound, but now Id. 

Yet I am thruſt ay; 4 Kz 
What cer I do, it matters nat, 
My Rival gains the Day. d 

. Exp. Love -d 55 EY 
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am a Myftery ſo dark, — 
That no Man can arteld! it; . 
Vet thoſe that ſearch ma gain the Mark, 
As clear as they can ho Fir 


Exp. The Holy Scripture, 


XXI. I copgunrid am, yet conquer all 


I'm both a Foe and Friend ; _ 
A thopfand Arrows L let fall, 1 
At once, 8 
| xp: Death compueredby d 


XXII, Butonce with-human Voice I ſpake, 
Let was I not regarded; 
Whom I reprov'd, tho he me ſtrack, 
With Muteneſs I referr'd it. 
Exp. Balaam' A,. 
| XXIII. I never ſpake, et L reprov'd;/ 20040 
Which true Repentance wrought; 
Yet I knew not, nor was I moy bs 
Por why? Thave no Tho 
Exp. The Cock, when Pe 1 Jenied Crit 


XXIV. I ſwiftly run, yet have no Feet, 
1% Where no lan ran be fore; 
N Cloathing's but a ſimple Shect, 
, [YerlT have es, ſtore. 
P Exp. A Ship, 
XXV. I'm on the Earth, yet reach to Heav's, 
7, Altho' of human Birth; 
MW hat e'er I ask, to me is giv'n, 
S 7 re this Earth. 
| ROT: Exp. True Fay ha 
XXVI. Fr m bs Mae $ Friend, and yerT have 
In many's Boſom Place; n 
By many I am made a Slave, | 
And yet Ithem difgrace. 
C49: 4% A+ Exp. Slander. 
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XVII. I have a precious Thing within. 
Yet I'm not fit for ought ; | 
I fear not God, yea, ſure I fin, 
And thereof take no Thought. 
Exp. A Man mortally drunk. 


XVIII. I'm but a Novis, yet I ſet 
A Trumpet to my Mouth; 
Tho Lies 1 tell at any Rate, 

It paſſes all for Truth. 


XXIX. I am but one, but many made; 
I'm publick, yet unknown;  _ 
Altho* the Streets with Peace I trade, 
Yet few me rightly own. | E: 1 
Exp. True Religion. 


XXX. Men bury me beneath the Ground, 

And yet their Life I amm 

And when I riſe again, I'm bound, 
Bruis'd, ſent the Way I came. _ 

Exp. Corn made Bread. 
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Exp. Falſe Fame. 1 
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